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CHAPTER L 



HARD APPRENTICESHIP. 



The first thing that Lavinia did on being at last 
released from her bondage of bed, was to write to 
Lady Augusta and to Mortimer. It was not easy 
to justify tlie extreme step she had taken in quitting 
Mr. Jones's house, without bringing an accusation 
against him, nor was it easy to establish the impossi- 
bility of any further intercourse between her and 
her friend, without making any allusion to the 
quarter from whence opposition to the continuance 
of their intimacy might be apprehended. However, 
she managed to make her meaning clear without 
bringing in third persons, choosing rather to appear 
VOL. m. 41 



2 LAVINIA. 

rash, over-sensitive, or even ungrateful, than to 
injure others in Lady Augusta's estimation. 

The account she gave of herself was of course 
entirely conformable to truth. She had lately 
discovered that she was not Mr. Jones's niece, in no 
way related to him or to Mrs. Jones. Her mother 
had died many years ago in very poor circumstances ; 
her father had gone abroad when she was an infant, 
and had never been heard of since. She hinted 
at some disgrace in her case, which she said was 
as unnecessary as painful to relate. Professions 
of faithful, unvarying attachment, warm from the 
bleeding heart, traced amid a shower of tears, closed 
the letter. It consummated her divorce with the past. 

That to Thornton contained but two lines. They 
were simply to say that she had written twice, but 
had received no answer ; that she had much to say, 
but dared not write explicitly imtil a word from 
him, which she entreated for, came to relieve her 
from the uncertainty of whether the present letter 
would reach him. It did reach him, but alas! 
was, like all others, either unread or unheeded. She 
bad signed only Lavinia, both to Lady Augusta 
and to Thornton — her Christian name was her 
own still. The surname which she intended hence- 
forth to bear, was that of her mother — Holywell. 
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Her next thought was of something to do^ of 
some work to begin immediately. Not a minute 
of her time could she afford to lose. Drawing or 
painting, with any view to making a livelihood by 
either, was, she knew, out of the question. Land- 
scape, she was aware, sold best, and she was unable 
to paint landscapes. She might have copied figures 
tolerably well, but not invent; and how was she 
to obtain originals to copy ? besides, how meet the 
dreadful outlay for brushes, colours, canvasses, &c. ? 
Needlework would do better, it required no capital. 
Hers were not very clever fingers, truth to say, 
as far as needlewoii was concerned. Still she was 
a tolerable adept at crochet, embroidery and worsted 
work. Which of the three, she wondered, would 
sell best? Not being competent to solve this ques- 
tion, she went and put it to Mrs. Tamplin. 

On hearing it, the worthy matron's face lengthened 
considerably, and she gave it as her opinion that 
none of the three had any chance of a fair price, 
if sold at all. The market was glutted with such 
articles, competition kept prices down, and trades- 
men turned the screw very hard upon the poor 
workers. 

"Then I will put my question another way," 
said Lavinia.. " Which— crochet, embroidery or 
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4 LAVINIA. 

worsted work — is the most likely to find a purchaser, 
whatever the price given ? " 

"I should say embroidery, if neatly done, and 
according to the fashion," said Mrs, Tamplin; "but 
it so soon destroys the eyes, and gives so little 
l)rofit, that for my part I had rather break stones on 
the road tlian work muslin." 

" But, how much do you think a tolerably good 
worker might realize by it in a day ? " asked Lavinia, 
not to be daunted. 

** Why, from eight to tenpence at most, and 
working twelve hours. I have heard of first-rate 
hands making as much as a shilling, but they are 
exceptions." 

"But can a workwoman support herself on 
a shilling a day?" was perplexed Lavinia's next 
inquiry. 

"It's a miracle when they can," answered Mrs. 
Tamplin ; " and as miracles don't happen every day 
of the week, that's why so many young women 
starve or do worse. There's such a competition, 
you see. The men, though, God knows, often badly 
off enough, have more ways than one of turning an 
honest penny; while a woman has but one, you 
know — her needle ; and the consequence is, that there 
are more needles than work for them. ^ firm in 
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the city, I miss the name now, advertised the other 
day for fifty bands — guess how many applied? 
Seven hundred, my dear young lady, seven hun- 
dred, fourteen times as many as were wanted." 

Apparently, Miss Lavinia did not look particu- 
larly cheered by this intelb'gence, for Mrs. Tampliu 
said suddenly, — 

*^ It is not, I hope, on your own account, that you 
are asking for information about these sort of 
things ? '* 

Lavinia did not speak, but nodded her head de- 
spondingly, in the affirmative. 

"Ohl my poor lady, is it as bad as that?'* 
exclaimed the widow, with more feeling than might 
have been anticipated from one so utterly wrapt in 

self. " So young, so genteel-looking ; what will 

become of you ? '* 

*^He who clothes the fiowers of the fields, and 
feeds the birds of the air, will provide for me also," 
said Lavinia. None of God's creatures perish for 
want" 

*^ Goodness me 1 where do you come from ? " 
cried Mrs. Tamplin, clasping her hands. " I can- 
not be responsible about the sparrows, but this I 
know, that in the last year alone, as many as 358 of 
God's creS;ures did perish in this blessed metropolis 



6 LAVINIA. 

from absolute want of the necessaries of life. Ton 
look as if yoa didn't believe it III show it yoa in 
print I can prove it Where has it gone now ? " 
muttered Mrs. Tamplin/ as she ftimbled in a drawer^ 
one of her manj repositories of lugubrious facts. 
** Ah 1 here it is, cut out of the Weekly Dispatch : 
Mortality from privation, want of breast-milk, 
neglect and cold in 1853 — 358. Read it yourself 

Lavinia was iam to drop the conversation, she 
felt that she must have a little fresh air, so she 
asked for a direction to the nearest place where 
she might get the materials for her embroidery, 
and went out in quest of them. Mrs. Tamplin had 
given her facts enough to startle her out of all her 
preconceived notions. Well might her landlady 
ask, with hands clasped in wonder, from whence 
she came. It is astonishing how little the young 
lady of the fine world knows of another world, 
which, for not being fine, is not the less real. 

Screened from all rude contact by her carriage 
and servants, meeting eveiywhere the ready defer- 
ence that wealth commands when abroad, smiled 
upon by all that is comfortable, elegant, and pleasant 
at home, finding in every house in which she visits, 
a counterpart of her own, what can a young lady 
do but argue from the known to the unknown. 
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and prononnce this world to be the best and 
happiest of worlds? The greatness, the riches, the 
Tinparalleled prosperity of the land, are freely dwelt 
upon in her presence; but all disagreeable topics 
which might cast a shade on the bright picture, 
are studiously avoided. The papers and novels she 
is allowed to read, or rather to turn over — for our 
fine young lady is always at a loss for time — ^are 
most of them strongly impregnated with " high life ^ 
musk, calculated to enhance her delusions ; and such 
bits of hard reality as she may chance upon in 
Dickens or Thackeray, disagree so entirely with 
her habits of thought, and feeling and experience, 
that she puts them down either as claptrap, or 
exaggerations for the sake of effect. 

Such was in the main the state of mind out 
of which Lavinia had been aroused by the awftd 
revelations of that morning. As one tries to get 
at an approximation of the number of the wounded, 
from the ascertained number of those slain on the 
battle-field, so did she start from the ghastly cypher 
just learned, to speculate upon the amount of misery 
which it presupposed. It was frightful, and an 
immense pity for those who were suffering, an 
immense yearning to be of service to them, took 
possession of her heart. Oh 1 that she had known 
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of this in time, — ^wlien she had the means of being 
useful ! How much evil she might have prevented ! 
how much good effected! Ohl that an occasion 
would offer to call into action the newly-born 
power of charity which stirred within her ! 

There was a something in Mrs. Tamplin's manner 
and voice, when she greeted her lodger next 
morning, which gave Lavinia coui'age to say at 
once: 

"Will you bear with me while I put to you a 
few questions, and will you kindly give me the 
benefit of your experience?" 

Who refuses to give advice? The permission 
asked having been willingly granted, Lavinia be- 
gan: — 

"I can draw a little, I know French, German, 
and Italian pretty well; I am considered to play 
and sing better than most ladies. Do you think 
these things are sufficient to qualify me to be a 
governess ? " 

"Enough, and to spare, if you fall in with 
reasonable beings; but people have grown so 
exacting of late; and then it's the same affair 
about governesses as about needlewomen. For one 
that is wanted, fifty offer; a good situation as a 
governess is a prize in the lottery, 99 to 1 against 




HARD APPRENTICESHIP, 9 

getting it^ and the salaries are so smalL You have 
to pay your own washing, and always to be well 
dressed — ^fit, as they call it, to go out with your 
pupils, and to appear in the evening in the drawing- 
room. Then the drudgery of a governess's life — 
all work and no play; always wanted if they ask 
for an hour'-s holiday; and the holes they have to 
sleep in ! — no fireplace often ; and the tea they have 
to drink ! — it's awful," concluded Mrs. Tamplin. " I 
knew a lady who had a governess ; dear me ! I 
never shall forget the sort of resigned, haggard look 
of the poor thing's face; it used to make my heart 
sore everv time I saw her." 

" Is there nothing else I could do — ^no other 
situation for educated young ladies ? " 

**I know of none other except that of being 
companion to a lady; but, oh, dear! I would not 
wish my worst enemy to be a companion. The 
ladies who want companions are generally old, 
infirm, and irritable; you would be more of a 
prisoner even than as a governess, for you would 
not have the daily walk you are sure of with the 
young people. You would be expected to read 
aloud till you had no voice left, to be constantly 
amusing her, for ever doing something for her— 
nothing better than her shadow. 1 would rather 
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be a ack mirse, thej manage pretty well to hare 
their own way." 

LaTinia was silent for a while; Mrs. Tamplin's 
last speech had tonched a spring in her memory; 
slowly and with difficulty she recalled some account 
she had heard or read^ of an institution for nurses. 

^ You have given me a good idea, Mrs. Tamplin ; 
I will learn to be a nurse." 

" Dear me, I am sure I never meant to put such 
a preposterous plan into your head." 

*^A very good one, and not preposterous at all. 
There are training institutions for nurses — I re- 
member hearing of them ; and then the pupils, or 
whatever they are called, have to go through several 
ordeals to see if they are fit for the vocation, and 
if they are, they are sent into hospitals or wherever 
they are most wanted." 

**A hospital nurse!" exclaimed Mrs. Tamplin, 
in consternation; ^^no one in their senses would 
accept of you for one. First of all — excuse me, 
I mean it friendly — ^you are too handsome to be 
safe in a hospital; this world isn't heaven yet, dear 
lady ; in the second place, if you were ever so ugly, 
you are not strong enough for all the rough, dread- 
fid work that goes on in hospitals." 

Though far from seeing the link of connection 
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between her being handsome and the world not 
being heaven^ Lavinia felt too diffident now of her 
own judgment to have any inclination to contest 
the point She resumed instead the train of thought 
abandoned for the moment^ and said^ — 

'^ You really thinks then^ I am capable of being 
a governess ? ^ 

Mrs. Tamplin emphatically decided that she was. 
And you will be so good," continued Lavinia, 

as to tell me how to set about trying for such a 
situation ? " 

^^ Really/' Mrs. Tamplin could not help saying, 
*^ you fieem as ignorant of the doings of this earth 
as a baby. The most natural course would be to 
apply to your friends and relations — to anybody, in 
short, likely to have an interest in you — and ask 
them to look out for some place of the kind among 
their acquaintances." 

" And if I have no friends, no relations — ^no one 
to take an interest in me," said Lavinia, big tears 
gathering in her eyes. 

" But that is impossible ; every one belongs to 
somebody," cried Mrs. Tamplin, beginning to be 
agitated. "Human beings don't grow at the foot 
of a tree, like mushrooms. Compose yourself, and 
try to recollect." 
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Lavinia shook her head dejectedly, forlornly ; two 
large tears were running down her cheeks. 

" Pray don't," entreated Mrs. TampHn, who, much 
addicted to the melting mood, knew the danger of 
example. " There is no earthly use in crying, you 
know. My dear lady, you must see the truth of 
what I say ; without a little interest, nothing is done 
in this world of ours. Besides, you must have 
references, you must; without a reference, not a 
soul will employ you." 

Lavinia wiped away her tears, and with them 
every trace of emotion, and said quietly, — 

" Excuse me for troubling you with a last question. 
Is there no agency through which a person, situated 
as I am, can make known her want of employ- 
ment?" 

" There are the newspapers," returned Mrs. Tam- 
plin. " You can advertise in them for the situation 
of a governess ; but I would not advise you to do 
so, as advertising comes very expensive, and in 
your case it would just be money lost, or I am 
much mistaken. You had better take a reading of 
a daily paper, and look through the advertisements 
till you see something you think might suit you, 
and then you can apply for it either in person or 
by letter, as the advertiser directs. But without 
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references, my dear lady, it is scarcely worth while 
trj-ing." 

However, Lavinia wa3 determined to try. Not 
that she did not feel the full force of Mrs. Tamplin's 
objection; her efforts would, in most quarters, she 
was convinced, be foiled by it; still she did not 
despair of lighting on the right person — some pity- 
ing woman, some kindly mother, for whom the 
knowledge that she was an orphan, one alone in 
the world, would be sufficient reason for befriendinff 
her. She sent for The Times next morning, and had 
not gone far down its advertising colunms, when 
she discovered what seemed the very thing for her : 
*^ Wanted a governess in a quiet family, residing in 
the country, &c. Apply by letter." ' Slie had made 
up her mind from the first, to seek for no situation 
but in the country or abroad. She was known to 
far too many in London not to dread disagreeable 
encounters there. The very idea of meeting Mr. 
Jones again, turned her blood cold. She applied 
at once by letter for this situation in the country, 
and waited the result divided between hope and 
fear. Every double knock in the street reverberated 
through her heart. Nothing came of this applica- 
tion, however; days wore on, a week passed, and 
no answer was vouchsafed to her letter. 
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She resolved to answer another advertisement 
A family setting oat on a tour abroad wanted a 
governess who could speak German^ Italian^ and 
French; apply every day, from three to five P.M., 
Hyde Park Place. From Camden Town to Hyde 
Park Place is quite a journey — one undertaken by 
Lavinia in a great flatter of spirits. Excepting 
those who have had a similar experience, few can 
realize to themselves what must be the feelings of 
a girl who has scarcely ever set foot on the streets 
before, and then always well accompanied; few, 
we repeat, can form an idea of what her physical 
and mental discomfort, on finding herself for the 
first time alone, having to thread her way through 
a motley throng. 

Lavinia's courage rose, however, on perceiving 
the streets to be quieter than she expected. But 
when she reached the New Road, an obstruction 
of carriages, and its natural accompaniment, a crowd, 
enjoying the fun, forced her to stop. A lively 
quarrel was raging among the several drivers ; their 
looks, words, gestures, would have been more in 
character for cannibals than for Christians. They 
cursed, swore, shook their fists and whips at one 
another, until the terrified Lavinia expected to see 
them fly at each other's throat ; but as soon as their 
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wheels were in safety^ they passed on as if nothing 
had been. 

Was it a delusion originating in her troubled mind^ 
or was it a &ct> that the farther she advanced towards 
the West End^ the keener her impression that the 
passers-bj took more notice of her than was con- 
sistent with good breeding? No, it was not fancy ; 
they certainly did so — not the artisans, but the gentle- 
men, or whatever they were, who were dressed like 
gentlemen. One and another, as they went by, 
peered curiously through her veil, some, to do so 
more conscientiously, leant forwards, or raised their 
eye-glass. Five out of ten who were going down 
the street in the same direction with her, would 
linger by her side, stare at her over their shoulders, 
and when they had passed on, turn their heads again 
and again* In spite of her thick veil, and keeping 
her eyes on the ground, Lavinia could not help being 
aware of these manoeuvres, so openly and audaciously 
were they carried on. Presently, near Regent's 
Circus, a tall, fair, whiskered dandy stopped so di- 
rectly before her, that in order not to stop also, she 
had to make a circle round him. She had scarcely 
time to breathe, when there he was again at her side ; 
she hurried on— it was no use, he kept the step with 
her, or went before, halting and turning round to wait 
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for her. A mist rose before her eyes, she crossed the 
street, without caring for cart or carriage, and ran on 
with the speed of despair. She hardly knew whether 
her terror or indignation was the greatest. Where 
had they all gone, those highly-bred gentlemen she 
used to meet at parties, the pink of courtesy, whose 
deferential manner she had considered the perfection 
of refinement, so flatteringly obUging at dinner, con- 
cert or ball, so chivalrous in protecting her from all 
inconvenience in crowds, darting furious looks at the 
chance contact of some imruly elbow — ^where had 
they all gone? Surely none of them trod the pave- 
ment that day. To see London from the height of 
one's carriage, or from the height of one's legs, makes 
a rare difference, I can tell you. 

Lavinia reached her destination with the wan looks 
and jaded feelings of a remanded culprit, brought to 
the bar to hear sentence passed on him. The con- 
sciousness of innocence is but a poor shield against 
the utter dejection, which protracted anxiety, such as 
she had gone through, carrres along with it. For- 
tunately, the lady who received her spoke kmdiy 
and encouragingly — ^with that good-natured, motherly 
sort of face, she could not speak otherwise. Lavinia 
stood in great need of encouragement ; a frown, or a 
harsh word would have sent her into a violent fit of 
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tears. In answer to the lady*s inquiries^ she stated 
with modesty her accomplishments, said she could 
play on the piano and harp, and sing. 

Very nice," said the lady ; " isn't it, James ? " 
Very," said the gentleman addressed, never 
looking np from the newspaper. Clara, her eldest 
daughter, explained the lady, had just begun the 
harp, and Miss Holywell could carry her on perhaps, 
without a master for the present. The lady then 
mentioned the salary she was accustomed to give. 
Lavinia made no difficulties, the sum was quite 
satisfactory. "Of course,'' resumed the lady, "I 
expect you to give me good references." Lavinia 
faltered out that she had none to give. "None in 
London, perhaps, you mean," kindly suggested the 
lady. 

** Neither in town nor in country, madam," said 
Lavinia, now ashy pale. 

'* Surely, you are known to some one in England, 
who would answer for you." 

*^Pray, madam," cried Lavinia, so choked with 
emotion that she could scarcely speak intelligibly, 
" pray, be not prejudiced against me by what I am 
going to say. Indeed, I have done no harm. God is 
my witness, I have injured no one, but still there 
is no one I can give yon as a reference." 

VOL. in. 42 
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The ladj looked fixedly at the speaker all the 
while^ but there was nothing hard in her look^ rather 
the contrary. She mused for an instant^ then 
said, — 

'^Strange, ahnost incredible, as your statement 
may seem, if you could only account satisfac- 
torily " 

"Mary," said the gentleman, never looking up 
from his newspaper. The tone in which these two 
syllables were pronounced must have lowered the 
thermometer. 

^^ All things considered," said the lady, rising, ** I 
am sorry I cannot engage you." 

^^ God bless you the same for your kindness," said 
Lavinia, bowing low, and departed. 

Poor thing ! so near the port, and wrecked. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

ON THE BIGHT BAKE OP THE SEINE. 

While Lavinia was thus hunting for some chari- 
table soul who would employ her^ and found none, 
Paolo, on his side, was looking out, with no better 
success, for some one who would relieve him of a 
portion of the 500 scudi he had received from Rome. 
Let us hasten to add, lest the reader should be 
tempted to laugh at this statement, that the young 
Roman's application for such a service was restricted 
to a very narrow circle of persons, whom it is almost 
useless to name — ^in fact, to the group of good Sama- 
ritans who took him in, and nursed and tended him 
in his sickness and poverty. 

Youth is so happy to give for the mere pleasure 
of giving ! It was the only gratification Paolo an- 
ticipated from being rich. How keenly he enjoyed 
in thought the agreeable surprise he would one 
day manage for his little friend Salvator, and his 

42—2 
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betrothed Clelia I But to do so as generously as he 
wished, he must be no longer dependent on the com- 
plaisance of a man of business, he must be in the 
actual possession of his own. In the meantime, how- 
ever, here were those at hand, who had stretched 
their small means to the utmost to help him in his 
distress; and it was lucky that he had it in his 
power to show his sense of the services he had re- 
ceived. But in this, as we have just hinted, he had 
reckoned without his host. Save Dr. Perrin, who, 
when made to comprehend the change in his patient's 
circumstances, did at last consent, though with reluc- 
tance, to receive a moderate fee for himself, and a 
contribution for his more indigent patients, none of 
the young man's other friends would hear of any- 
thing like cash. 

Fortunately for Paolo's peace of mind, they 
proved less intractable on the chapter of souvenirs; 
and many were the useful household articles, soi- 
disant trifles for the children, and little comforts 
for the table, which, under that commodious nick- 
name, were smuggled from the neighbouring shops 
into Mr, Prosper's establishment, and into Mr. 
Benoit's den. Among these last contributions figured 
a collection of black bottles, of whose contents Benoit 
c.uld never hereafter speak without quois of enthu- 
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siasm, and repeated tlinists at the nearest wall ; 
and also a magnificent meerschaum, which he seem- 
ingly disdained to use for smoking, but of which he 
must have been pretty vain, as he constantly wore 
it, inserted daggerwise, in the strings of his apron. 
After all, it might have been a better feeling than 
vanity which prompted his carrying it ; as to the 
manner he had no choice — Benoit's costume admitted 
of no such thing as a pocket 

Paolo had given up his secretaryship at tlie end 
of the fortnight, and, for having plenty of money and 
time at his own disposal, he was none the happier ; . 
quite the reverse. He positively knew not what to do 
with himself — he thought once of hiring a studio, 
and settling himself to his painting again. But then, 
a qiioi hon ? Even should he succeed in acquiring 
fame, beyond what was probable in a foreign coimtry, 
was the end worth the trouble? With Lavinia — 
his only incentive for wishing to arrive at greatness 
— ^had vanished every spark of ambition — ^his enthu- 
siasm for art — as he believed, for ever. Who has 
not laboured, more or less, under such dispiriting 
influences ? who has not, on the newly covered grave 
of some dear being, or not less dear dream, pro 
nounced all pursuits worthless? The soul takes 
long to recover the shocks of such bereavements. 
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Du Genre was not slack in proposing a method 
of cure for his friend's ennui ; it consisted of a series 
of measures^ the first, the most urgent^ the sine qvA 
non of which, was to pass what he styled the Rubicon ; 
by which he meant that Paolo should cross the Seine, 
and remove his quarters to the habitable part of 
Paris, viz. the right side of the river. To this Paolo 
said neither yes nor no. He had already made up his 
mind to leave his garret, and seek for a more eligible 
lodging ; but he had, as was natural, a strong prejudice 
against the Boulevards so vaunted by Du Genre. Nor 
was he particularly inclined for the present to take a 
stall twice a week at the theatre of the Palais Royal, 
or to canvass for admission to the club of which his 
French fellow-painter was a member. The only one 
of Du Genre^s various devices for killing time, which 
at all tickled Paolo's fancy, was that of taking riding 
lessons at a Manige^ to which the realist, himself a 
subscriber, volunteered to introduce him. Riding 
was a manly and healthy exercise, and Paolo saw 
no reason why he should not devote a few of his 
idle hours to that, as well as to walking. It was, 
therefore, settled that this introduction should take 
place as soon as Paolo should have fulfilled the indis- 
pensable preliminary of making himself fit, as far as 
personal appearance went, for so fashionable a lounge. 
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" For, indeed,** observed Du Genre, ** your dress 
and hat are quite anachronisms in this part of the 
world, though they might cut a tolerable figure in a 
museum of antiquities." 

Paolo took a survey of his threadbare black coat 
and trousers, smiled assent, and in less than eight- 
and-forty hours, thanks to the combined exertions 
of Du Grenre's tailor, hatter, and bootmaker, he 
was in a fit condition, though ratlier an absurd 
figure in his own eyes, to be presented at the 
Manige, 

Being Du Genre's acquaintance, his admission met 
with no difficulty, one of the old members being easily 
found to stand sponsor for him, according to the 
rules. To this ceremony, and a few other conditions 
and limitations, submitted to by all those entering, 
the establishment owed its character rather of a 
riding-club than of a riding-school, the appellation 
usually, however, given to it. 

The riding-master augured well of him from the 
first day. Light hand, quick eye, strong, supple 
limbs, and plenty of pluck, Paolo was wanting in 
none of the natural gifts which -go towards the 
making of a fine horseman ; he had, moreover, what 
is more rare, that intuitive perception of the best 
means to an end, which is to all undertakings what 
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a good ear is to the mastery of music. He took to 
the saddle con amore^ and made rapid progress. A 
few days sufficed, Du Gem'e aiding and abetting, to 
establish between the new pupil and the habitues 
those relations of bonne compagnie so easily formed 
in France ; but none of these ever ripened into inti- 
macy. The men he met there were most of them 
jovial young fellows of Paolo's own age ; some, how- 
ever, mere boys ; but one and all were deep in the 
*^hausse," and tlie ^^baisse," and in the scandalous 
chronicle of the day. The way they spoke of women 
was alone enough to distance our idealist. 

Among the patrons of the Manige^ who from 
time to time came thither, and even occasionally 
joined the youths in a ride, was the Vicomte du 
Verlat — we have heard this name before — a pecu- 
liarly good-looking elderly gentleman. His tall 
stature, and grey beard, which he wore long; his 
elegant, yet simple style of dress ; the ease and dis- 
tinction of his manners, reminded Paolo of his 
English friend, Thornton. Erect, supple, and active 
as any of the young men, Vicomte du Verlat main- 
tained intact at fifty his well-earned reputation of 
being one of the best riders of the day ; and great 
was the excitement in the riding-house, when the 
tyros felt the keen glance of the master on them. 
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The vicomte had noticed Paolo as a promisuig pupil ; 
had given him several useful hints; came to the 
school more frequently than he had lately done, 
as if drawn thither by some new interest. Paolo, 
flattered and pleased by the attention of one so gene- 
rally looked up to, met Mr. du Verlat's advances 
gratefully and warmly. 

Meanwhile the whereabouts of the new quarters for 
Paolo remained, notwithstanding Du Genre's advice 
and persuasions, an open question. One day the 
viscount said to Paolo, — 

** I never meet you on the Boulevard ; I suppose 
you do not reside in this neighbourhood?" (The 
Manige was in the quarter of the Madeleine.) 

Paolo turned red as he replied that he lived at 
some distance, but that he was intending to come 
nearer to the Boulevard. 

"Allow me to say that the sooner you do so, 
the better," said the vicomte. " Come nearer to us ; 
you will find it more cheerful ; at least, I, for one, 
will try to make it so to you." 

From this day, Paolo felt discontented with his 
attic on the left bank of the Seine, and made up 
his mind to pass the Rubicon. Du Genre, delighted 
with this resolve, gave the most unwearied help 
towards its realization. A good many apartments 
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were looked at by the two friends fruitlessly, for 
some days; those patronized by the Frenchman 
bedng objected to by the Italian as too luxurious 
and expensive ; those the Italian would have chosen 
being rejected by the Frenchman as shabby and 
unfit for a man with any self-respect. At length, 
as usual in such cases, each party conceded some- 
what, and the matter ended in a compromise. A 
snug entresol in the Rue St. Georges was selected 
as neither too cheap nor too dear, neither too showy 
nor too plain; and when Paolo had satisfied the 
porter that he was possessed of neither children 
nor dogs, and that he had wherewithal to pay a 
month's rent in advance, the keys of the apartment 
were delivered to him. Cerberus, moreover, con- 
descended, for an additional sum of twenty francs 
a month, to clean Mr. Mancini's shoes, and look 
after his rooms. Paolo scorned the notion of having 
a servant all to himself. 

And so possession was taken ipso factOy and 
the two friends, each lighting a cigar — ^Paolo had 
become an habitual smoker — ^intended as a votive 
ofiering to the familiar Lares, proceeded to make 
arrangements for the removal of what moveables 
Paolo had on the other side of the water. 

"You are probably not aware," said Du Genre, 
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as they walked down the street, "that you have 
given yourself a master and a tyrant in the shape 
of this porter of yours. Remember, however, never 
to call him Portievy but always Concierge^ or he 
will call you to severe account. You had one real 
advantage in your hole in the Rue Dufour, and that 
was having no porter. Porters with our absurd 
style of houses are indispensable, but not the less 
a scourge. They are the natural enemies and per- 
secutors of their proprietors' tenants, whom they 
look upon, and justly so, as the cause of their own 
bondage. It is perfectly logical, for if there were 
no lodgers, there would be no porters. They have 
a thousand ways of embittering your life : they can 
stop your letters ; forget to give you the cards left 
for you; say you are at home to the visitors you 
dislike to see; say you are out to those you wish 
to receive ; keep you in the rain ad libitum of a night, 
— and woe to you if you seek redress. Either the 
landlord will back them against you, and you are 
at their mercy; or he will reprimand them; and 
then, farewell to peace, — the house will soon grow 
too hot to hold you. So, let it be your constant 
policy never to resist, or have the slightest differ- 
ence with, the gentleman you have just engaged 
to dean your rooms and your shoes. Propitiate 
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him at all costs. You laugL I am speaking in 
sober earnest, I assure you. Let me see; there 
was something else I meant to say." Ah ! you must 
not be quite unprovided for visitors. Order in a 
dozen of Madeira ; yes, that and Vermuth will do 
for tlie stronger sex; the softer will prefer cham- 
pagne or maraschino. ** 

" But I have no intention of receiving ladies," said 
Paolo, with some surprise. 

"Nonsense! you are too well launched now, to 
be able to stop midway. Now you have got a decent 
apartment, the next thing you must provide your- 
self with, is a fair companion." 

" Thank you," said Paolo, blushing like a girl ; 
"but I shall do no such thing. Let us act like 
Christians." 

" Why should we act like what we are not ? " 

" Are we not Christians? " said Paolo. 

" Certainly not, save in name," returned the 
Frenchman. " Show me any, the least spark of 
the spirit, which made a stable the cradle, and a 
cross the throne of a humanized god, and I will 
follow you into the desert, and live upon locusts. 
Christianity, to most people, is an ingenious theory, 
with no more practical bearing on men's actions than 
the theory of colours, or that of the formation of 
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hail. Look around you,** continued Du Genre, 
pointing to the throng of men on the Petit Bourse, 
blocking up the pavement on both sides opposite 
to the Passage de 1' Opera. *^ Here it is where it 
is decided whether the Rente shall rise or fall ; here 
plenty of bargains with tlie devil are made ; the 
single aim and passion of all these so-called Chris- 
tians here assembled, but one — money — to get rich 
— make a fortune. Step on that bench and tell these 
Christians that there is written in a book, which 
they have accepted as their rule of life, that, ^ It 
is easier for a camel to pass through the eye of a 
needle, than for a rich man to enter the kingdom 
of heaven,' and see how they will receive the in- 
telligence; it will not anger — oh, no! but amuse 
them vastly. Christians forsooth ! The religion of 
our age is a mitigated Paganism ; its gods, Plutus, 
Venus, and Bacchus. Take away the Bourse, the 
Dames aux Camelias, and the wine-shops, and society 
will collapse like a balloon out of which the hydro- 
gen has escaped. You see I can moralize when I 
choose." 

" With a vengeance," said Paolo. " But then, 
if the world be so wicked as you make it out to 
be, rather than seek pleasure, we ought to put on 
sackcloth, and cover our heads with ashes." 



30 LATIKIA. 

''The ooDdusion of moioBe Henditns," said the 
Frenchman; ''laughing Democntns knows better, 
and says. Let us wreathe our tenqples with roaeSy 
and do as others da Take my advice, Tdemachus ; 
choose your Eucharis.^ 

"Never," said Paolo; "every principle, every 
feeling, the very foundation of my soul, rises i:^ 
m arms against the notion. There is a gulf 
between your ideas of woman and mine." 

"Aye!" sighed Du Genre; "the gulf that 
separates sober reality from wild fancy. What do 
you know about women ? Living like an anchorite, 
you have made for yourself, and bondjide worshipped, 
an ideal type, which no more resembles a flesh and 
blood woman, than the brilliant plant of the tropics 
reared in a hothouse resembles the common flowers 
of the field Experience alone will cure you of 
your delusion; it will come. Li the meanwhile, 
condescend to open your eyes, and contemplate the 
stream of inflated ladies, who pour out of the 
church of the Madeleine. Mark me, they are most 
respectable ; examine them, and reconcile, if you 
can, your high-flown sentiments with their frivolous 
appearance. Do they answer best to the description 
of the angels and muses you dream of, or to that 
of the thorough-bred daughters of Eve that they 
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are? The fool's cap, I know, does not make the 
fool; but when wilfully worn, it is not the less 
indicative of a certain frame of mind. Can you 
think of the respectable mother of a family stepping 
into her steel cage, and help laughing ? And why 
should we be in earnest, and bruise our hearts to 
a jelly for those who are not in earnest about them- 
selves ? They do not expect it of us." 

During the last part of Du Genre's speech, Paolo's 
attention had been divided between it and a group 
of three artisans, who had stopped to watch awhile 
the passing of some of their fair, so styled, superiors. 
He could not hear what they said, but judging 
from their curled lips, and half-angry, half-sarcastic 
survey of waving hoops and flounces, he could guess 
pretty well at the nature of their opinions and 
comments. Paolo nudged his friend, who, following 
the direction of the Roman's glance, said, — 

"When those in authority on board the vessel 
condescend to play the fool, no wonder the crew 
take them at their own valuation. AftOT all," added 
he, with a shrug, "it's no business of ours — apris 
nous le deluge.^^ 

Mr. du Verlat's was the first visit Paolo received 
in his new abode. " A snug comfortable pied-a-terre,^^ 
remarked the vicomte, approvingly ; no gingerbread 
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show about it. Looked like common sense, and 
the vicomte valned simplichj of all things. And 
what was his yonng acquaintance doing ? Beginning 
to dabble in the wickedness of the world? Too late 
in the year for Mabille or the Ch&teaa anx Fleors; 
but there was Valentino, and the Concerts de Paris. 
Not been there yet! Was he an ascetic? Very 
agreeable rencontres might be made there. Parisian 
boUes, the vicmnte was aware, conld not stand 
comparison with Roman beauties, bat they had the 
brioy the entrain, the /€ ne sais quoi. 

Paolo shook his head despondingly, as thongh 
he would say he made as light of Roman beauties 
as of Parisian belles, or that it was not that he 
looked for. 

"Ahl I understand — ^I feel for vou," resumed 
the ^-icomte. "Early love, disappointment, decep- 
tion. We have all gone through it I have been 
young and romantic as you are; I have pursued 
my beau idial as fen*ently as any one, have 

wept bitter tears on its flight, and 1 have 

ended by me /aire une raison. Follow my example, 
sir ; try a little homoeopathy — similia simUibus. Life 
is too short to spend it in dreams, and youth comes 
but once — carpe diem. Believe me, life has realities 
not to be disdained, and with your physical powers — ^ 
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"Perhaps it is a fault in me," said Paolo, 
smiling, "but what if I prefer my dreams to your 
realities ? " 

"Pardon me; that proves nothing more than 
that you are in a morbid state of mind, out of 
which it is the duty of those who wish you well 
to arouse you. You cherish your disease, and that's 
the worst feature of it I did much the same when 
similarly afflicted. What would you say of that 
person — excuse the triviality of the simile — what 
would you say of any one, who, disappointed of 
the woodcock he had relied on for his dinner, would 
rather not dine at all than do so on a pigeon pie? 
Make an eflFort, sir, and shake off your trammels. 
True wisdom consists in asking of life no more 
than L'fe can give. Constancy, you see — I could 
prove it to you both on anatomical and physiological 
grounds — is a virtue incompatible with our faulty 
organization. Have you read Balzac? Well, read 
him; there is great philosophy in Balzac. If you 
will permit me, I will send you some of his works. 
Adieu.'' 

Du Verlat was sincere in saying he felt for Paolo ; 
he felt like a compassionate physician, who sees hi& 
patient refuse the medicine that would restore him 
to health, or rather like one who sees his friend 
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labouring under a painful liallucination^ and strives 
to reason him out of it The good-humoured vis- 
count was not a common rou4y nor had nature in- 
tended him for one at all. He was. bom generous, 
confiding, tender-hearted. A coquQtte he had met 
with at twentj had made him what he now was, 
an elegant sensualist. There are men who cannot 
resist the deleterious eflFect of a first deception ; and 
in that of which he had been the victim, there were 
peculiarly aggravating circumstances. Mr. du Verlat 
had spent some of the best years of his life in inocu- 
lating himself with the belief — ^nay, had erected it 
into a sort of system, backed by anatomy and physio- 
logy — ^that women were irresponsible agents, and 
ought to be treated as such. This belief it was that 
had kept him a bachelor, in spite of the urgent 
entreaties of all his family that he would marry. 

But his scepticism had nothing in it either malig- 
nant or aggressive. The vicomte did not make it 
his profession to go about slandering the fair sex, 
nor did he treat them cavalierly ; quite the contrary. 
The systematic view he took of them, together with 
the inborn elegance of his mind, inclined him rather 
to that deferential indulgence which is shown to 
infants. It was from pure good-nature, that he had 
so far gone out of his usual routine as to catechize 
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Paolo; but possessing, as he believed he did, an 
infallible antidote against the malady, which, accord- 
ing to his own guesses, and Du Genre's confidences, 
afflicted his Italian acquaintance, could he keep it 
from one so young and interesting. 

Days and weeks passed, and Paolo saw with 
amazement, as he looked back, the alteration in his 
habits, which his simple change of residence had 
stealthily brought with it. Somehow or other he 
had, since passing the Rubicon, with difficulty found 
time for a couple of visits to his friends of the Quai 
Montebello ; and Mr. Boniface, or Mr. Pertuis, on 
whom he used to call once a week at least, he had 
entirely neglected. Somehow or other, he was 
rarely in his bed till an hour after midnight, rarely 
out of it before ten in the morning, and yet he had 
not been to the theatre more than five or six times 
during these three weeks, and as to balls or concerts, 
he had never set his foot in one of them. He had 
besides lost his great dislike to the Boulevard ; he 
would loiter there with much equanimity, exchanging 
greetings and cigars with other loiterers, having 
become by this time on speaking terms with most 
of the frequenters of the cafiy at which he took his 
meals. « 

Perhaps, had he scanned the inner man as closely 
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as the outward, Paolo might have noticed modifica- 
tions in the former, as well as the latter. Not that 
he had come the length of being in the least disposed 
to exchange his gods for the gods of others — ^not at 
all ; but his holy horror of what he considered 
idolatry had much abated, and instead a new spirit 
of tolerance was springing up within him for tenets 
distant as pole from pole to his own. Balzac's 
philosophy, Arnal's double entendres, Rosati's entree 
chats, and evening walks on the Boulevard, are not 
exactly calculated to strengthen spiritualistic ten- 
dencies. The atmosphere in which Paolo lived, not- 
withstanding his attempts to neutralize it, began to 
tell on him, imperceptibly, but steadily. 
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CHAPTER III. 



DESPAIR. 



Thebe was, at the time of the events in course of 
narration, an extensive linen-drapery establishment 
in the vicinity of Camden Town. Miss Lavinia 
walked into this shop one morning, a little basket 
in her hand, containing some embroidery of her own 
working — a chemisette with sleeves to match — the 
labour of many scores of weary hours. Had her 
countenance been clearly visible, instead of only 
indistinctly through her thick veil, it would have 
betrayed the great effort which the step she was 
taking cost her. 

The eager politeness of the counter official, who 
stepped up to her side soliciting the honour of her 
commands, on hearing the nature of her request, 
and the tone in which it was made, vanished ; he 
pointed in silence to the farther end of the room, 
wheeled round, and left her to herself. Her request 
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was to the efifect that she wished to speak to one 
of the gentlemen of the firm ; and she had to repeat 
it twice over to two different young men, before 
she could make out which was the person she was 
in search of. It being not yet nine in the morn- 
ing, business was more than languid, and the master, 
seated a little apart from his shopmen, was diligently 
trimming his nails with a penknife. All that was 
visible of him in his semi-reclining posture, was a 
big bunch of crisp black hair carefully brushed to 
one side of his head, and a profile view of a chin 
and mouth of that deep blue hue, indicative of ft 
strong black beard. 

Lavinia went up to him, and, leaning over the 
counter, which half hid him from view, said, in a 
timid whisper, — 

*^I beg your pardon, sir; I have come to offer 
some work for sale," and she produced her embroi- 
dery. 

The partner of the firm rose, looked at her, 
noticed the small gloved fingers, took in at a glance 
the fine proportions of her figure, and conveyed 
the satisfactory impression he had received from the 
tout ensemble^ by a wink and a grin full of mean- 
ing to some one standing behind the lady. The 
smart, bandy-legged little fellow, thus telegraphed 
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to, no less a p^'sonage than the head clerk, stx)Ie on 
tiptoe to Lavinia's side, and tried to peep under 
her veil ; caught in the act, he assumed an air of 
nnconscioasness, took the embroidery handed him 
by the g^itleman of the firm, examined it, and 
asked if it was for sale. Being answered in the 
affirmative^ he said, ** by your leave," and without 
waiting for it, he pretended to measure the sleeves 
to Lavinia's wrist, and in so doing, managed, with 
malice prepense, to touch the fair hand and arm m(»e 
than necessary. She drew it back hastily. 

** Heyday, you needn't be afraid of me ; my skin 
is as clear as yours, ma'am," said he ; **if we are to 
have dealings together, you must be a little m6re 
agreeable." 

Lavinia took no notice of him, but repeated her 
question to the partner. 

Will you purchase these things, sir ? " 
Certainly," he replied, with another wink to 
his subordinate ; *^ but you are aware, ma'am, 
that we cannot buy articles without identifying the 
seller." 

" I can leave you my name and address," said 
innocent Lavinia. 

** That's not enough, miss. Suppose some lady 
comes in half an hour hence, sees this chemisette 
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and sleeves, and says that they belong to her, that 
she has lost them ? I know what you are going to 
say, and I don't doubt you are speaking the truth, 
when you tell me they are your own work ; I have 
no doubt you would appear to prove them to be so ; 
but pray, how could we swear you were the person 

that sold them " 

" Unless," added the head clerk, with a very 
grave face, "you would be so kind as to remove 
your veil — just for an instant." 

His too well preserved gravity was the ruin of the 
joke. The partner could not resist it, and burst 
out into a roar of laughter. Bandy-legs took the 
mfection and roared also. Lavinia now saw they 
had been amusing themselves at her expense; she 
silently picked up her work and walked away. Her 
tears for not gushing forth were not the less bitter; 
only the more heavily did they fall back on her 
heart. What coarse, mischievous men these were, 
thought she. She had never guessed at the exist- 
ence of such beings. 

Mrs. Tamplin comforted her in her way. 

" And so they made game of you ! the more shame 
for them. I might have known as much. You are 
not the sort of person to be going from shop to 
shop on selling errands ; you are too handsome and 
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too good. They wanted to see you without your 
veil, and so they trumped up that ridiculous story 
about identification. A parcel of saucy scamps. 
Beauty is a sad gift to the poor and modest. They 
think they have done wonders, when they buy the 
worth of a sixpence from you, and expect no end 
of complaisance in return — and they get it in most 
cases. And how can it be otherwise ? If you knew 
what it was to be hungry ! A wicked world I can 
tell you. All the effect of competition, that's what 
it is." 

Mrs. Tamplin, to her honour be it said, did not 
confine her consolations to worse than sterile theories 
about human wickedness. She did better than 
that — she did something practical — namely, took the 
embroidery and went about with it herself. Lavinia 
could the better appreciate this effort in one so low- 
spirited as her landlady, after her own recent per- 
sonal experience. The effect upon herself had been 
to blight that most precious and most tenacious 
flower of youth — confidence in mankind. She now 
shrank from them. Not to gain the world would 
she a second time have gone through the same 
ordeal as that she had passed in the Camden Town 
linen-draper's shop. 

The embroidery sold after all — sold for a higher 
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price than Mrs. Tamplin had supposed probable. 
Even the gloomy widow, elated for a moment by 
her success, found some chords within her which 
sounded like hope 1 The flower withering in 
Lavinia's breast revived, and her want of faith 
filled her with shame and remorse. She felt as if, 
in doubting her fellow-creatures, she was doubting 
Providence ! How ungrateful of her ! Was it not 
more than she deserved, her having already secured 
an active sympathizing friend? If instead of de- 
sponding at her first disappointment and crouching 
down like a coward, she had put on patience as an 
armour against all rebuffs, had she been strong in 
the knowledge that she was doing well, her failure 
must have been followed by success. It was her 
pride, her faint-heartedness, that she ought to find 
fault with, and not her neighbour. 

Impressed with a deep sense of her unworthiness, 
she shut herself into her little room, knelt by the side 
of her poor couch, and prayed and wept as only 
those can pray and weep, who have no proper stay 
but Our Father that is in Heaven. And then, fairly 
worn out by emotions of many kinds, and want of 
rest for the last two nights, she fell asleep like a little 
child and dreamed that she was driving in the 
grounds of Villa Borghese with her aunt by her side. 
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There were numerouB loungers strolling in the 
gardens; one with his back to her reminded her of 
Paolo. She knew in her dream that she had not 
seen him for very long, and an earnest desire arose 
in her to tell him how much she had changed, and 
that she cared no more for those things he cared not 
for. And presently the gentleman turned, and she 
saw that it was Paolo, and he had a large rose in his 
batton^le, and she beckoned to him. He came to 
her hurriedly, and stretched his hands, holding his' 
beautiful rose, towards her. In her eagerness to 
graif^ it, she leaned far out of the carriage, and felt 
that she was falling, which she was doing in right 
earnest. As Paolo, the rose, the gardens dis- 
appeared, she found h^self lying on the floor by 
the bed, fortunately without any hurt 

There are moods of the mind which predispose one 
to r-eoeive strong impressions, however unwarranted 
by reason, from causes almost puerile. Lavinia was 
in one of these moods, and, silly as it may seem in 
her, drew so happy an omen from her dream as to 
amount to a certainty of Paolo's safety. We will not 
grudge her this superstitious feeling, coni^dering the 
great comfort she derived from it, and her great 
need of some comfort. 

Eenewed trust in God, in the good-will of His 
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creatures, and a strengthened purpose to keep herself, 
to the best of her powers, in the spirit of one who is 
sure to be helped, such was the revulsion of feelhig 
with which Lavinia arose from her momentary fit of 
discouragement As to the means of earning her 
bread, she had no choice but to persevere in the old 
course — applications for the situation of governess 
and her needle. Answering advertisements, whether 
in person or by letter, occupied but little of her time ; 
all the rest was devoted to her embroidery. She 
grew so chary of every moment, that she grudged 
herself even the quarter of an hour for her dinner — 
and such a dinner ! If the few sparrows whom she 
had tamed to come to the window-sill and peck 
crumbs from her hands, were at all slow in coming 
to her call, she would chide them for keeping her 
idle. Yes, even the very poorest have their super- 
fluities. She had her luxury also, something to tend, 
and watch, and think of, and hope in, and love — a 
hyacinth growing in its long blue glass. That poor 
root represented all the external poetry of her life. 

To see her pretty lodger slaving from early dawn 
till late at night, ought to have afforded Mrs. Tamp- 
lin an occasion for many a comfortable moan about 
the misery that always dogged her life; but she 
neglected this precious opportunity, setting her wits 
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to work instead, to devise some means of forcing 
Lavinia to enjoy a second's respite ; her cunningest 
trick being reserved for the evening, when, pleading 
the sad state of her eyes, she would entreat the 
young lady to read to her from the day's paper 
the account of the man who smashed a pane of glass 
that he might obtain a lodging in a prison ; or that 
of the family of four persons who spent most of 
the night in taking down bills from the walls, and 
made from the sale of the paper thus obtained as 
much as sevenpence a day, upon which the four 
persons contrived to exist. 

One day Mrs. Tamplin had an idea — a bright 
idea. The young lady played on the piano, she 
believed ; could she not give music lessons ? Lavinia 
thought she could, only 

" Wait a moment," said the widow ; '' I don't mean 
that you should seek to give lessons at the pupils' 
own homes. I know very well it would be the old 
story over again about references, and good-day to 
you as the wind-up. Nothing, however, hinders 
you from opening a class for the piano ; very cheap, 
of course, at the beginning — a class for the piano, 
here, in this house. I wiU very willingly let you 
use the drawing-room for it." 

"Thank you very much, kind Mrs. Tamplin," 
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said Lavinia. '^But to give lessons on the piano^ 
I must first have a piano and " 

** Wait a moment," interrupted the widow. ** I 
know all you are going to say. There is no occa- 
sion to hire a piano before we have secured pupils 
enough to pay for the hire. Here's my idea : well 
put a card in the window, on which we'll write as 
clearly as possible: *A pianoforte class for young 

ladies three times a week, by a pupil of ,' and 

then the name of whoever was your master ; it will 
sound very well, I daresay. ' For further particu- 
lars, apply within.' Now, either pupils come or they 
do not. If enough of them appear, we hire the 
piano ; if no one comes, well and good, then we do 
not hire the piano, and the class is unavoidably 
postponed to the first of next month ; do you under- 
stand now ? " 

The scheme promised well, in so far that it was 
feasible and necessitated no outlay on mere chance, 
and Lavinia eagerly embraced it. A card was 
written and hung up in the front parlour window ; 
then came the calculations ; supposing only six 
pupils could be got; six pupils at ten shillings a 
month each — what happiness ! Why, after deduct- 
ing the hire of the instrument — and Mrs. Tamplin 
was sure one was to be had for sixteen shillings — 
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there would remain forty-four shillings, and it would 
be independence, riches. And surely in this inter- 
minable Babylon of London it was not very impro- 
bable that she might find six pupils, or five, or at 
the least four. 

Alas ! days and weeks crawled on, and the card 
in the window availed nothing. The piano scheme 
went to pieces. Many persons applied, asked ques- 
tions, wanted to see the class-room, wanted to see 
the music mistress's certificates from her n^aster, 
wanted to hear her play, and were disgusted when 
they found there was no piano in the house. One 
volunteered to bring three pupils, provided her own 
daughter had the benefit of the class gratis, and 
after the bargain was agreed to, took her leave, and 
never reappeared. Of all the inquirers one lady 
alone accepted the terms as they stood. The same 
unlucky issue attended all Lavinia's personal or 
written applications for the situation of a governess. 
Once, only once, since her failure with the lady at 
Hyde Park Place, had a ray of hope entered her 
sinking heart. A lady commissioned by one of her 
friends in the country to look out for a governess, 
bad received the poor girl most courteously; had 
begged to hear her play on the piano ; had expressed 
warm admiration of her fingering and style of play- 
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ing, and great gratification at having fallen in with a 
person so calculated to satisfy her friend ; but the 
moment the question of references was mooted, 
clouds quickly obliterated the sunshina Lavinia 
did not hurry away in despair as in the instance 
above alluded to ; she pleaded her cause earnestly 
and simply. The lady was touched, went so far 
as to say that, were she acting for herself, she might 
perhaps trust to her feelings, and overlook the irre- 
gularity of the want of a reference, but acting as 
she was for another person, the mother of several 
young daughters, the thing was impossible. 

The little stock of money Lavinia had had about 
her, when she left Mr. Jones's country seat, was 
long since exhausted. Of the few costly omaihents, 
cliosen from among the many she owed to the gene- 
rosity of Mrs, Jones, and which she had felt justi- 
fied in taking away with her, on account of their 
particular character of keepsakes, and of their 
having been intended as such, one, a bracelet, had 
already been sold, — with what a pang, Grod knows ; 
the rest must soon follow — and then? what then? 
For the produce of her indefatigable needle scarcely 
sufficed for her shoes and washing. Well might 
the lovely face grow wan, and the youthful figure 
waste away, as she tried to work out some answer 
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to the terrible question of what was then to become 
of her. 

Mrs. Tamplln, more and more drawn out of her 
selfishness by the patience ♦ of her gentle, imcom- 
plaining lodger, was once more racking her brains 
for some fresh expedient; and seeking, she foimd 
one — and a capital one it was this time. Mr. Dun- 
can, the surgeon, their next-door neighbour, was 
the person to turn the scales in Lavinia's favour. 
Mr. Duncan had both the will and the power to do 
so, at least, so Mrs. Tamplin affirmed. Naturally- 
obliging as he was to every one, she knew he was 
particularly favourably disposed towards Miss La- 
vinia ; she could see that, by his civility on two or 
three occasions, and by his having dropped in impro- 
fessionally after the young lady was weU again, and 
by his never meeting her (Mrs. Tamplin) without 
inquiring for her interesting lodger. As to fi'iends 
and interest, few men could equal him. Why not 
confide in him ? 

If Mr. Duncan could be induced to recommend 
Lavinia as a governess or companion — ^and Mrs. 
Tamplin was certain that he would do so— -and also 
take upon himself the responsibility of being a refer- 
ence for her, every difficulty now in her path would 
vanish like mist before the noonday sun. Was there 
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any objection to Mrs. Tamplin sounding the surgeon ? 
The gentleman, judging from the little Lavinia had 
seen of him, had in his nature a rich vein of coarse- 
ness, ^hich made him unpalatable to one of her re- 
finement and delicacy of feeling; but was she, 
merely from perhaps dainty squeamishness, to reject 
the hand, rough indeed^ yet perhaps the only 
hand which could and would rescue her from utter 
shipwreck? These blunt, rude-spoken men were 
often the truest and best, she had heard it said; 
in short, Lavinia ended by accepting this new project 
with thanks, and Mrs. Tamplin went forthwith to 
open negotiations. 

Mr. Duncan ftdly justified the most sanguine 
expectations of his melancholy admirer — nothing 
could surpass his obliging kindliness. He called 
to see Lavinia that eyening, and exhaled good-wiU 
from every pore. 

** And so," said he, ** we were at a rather low ebb, 
were we ? No occasion to despair. We should be 
afloat again in less than no time. He had set to 
rights many worse cases than this, eh, Mrs. Tamplin ? 
Stooping over embroidery wouldn't do, it hurt the 
chest, it spoilt the shape. Away with it, and with 
drooping mouths, and faded cheeks. Let roses and 
lilies and that sort of thing be the order of the day.'' 
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Mrs. Tamplin, good sonl, for once chuckled with 
unmixed delight, and gave it as her decided opinion, 
that one might go far, and not find Mr. Duncan's 
match. Lavinia's conclusions, without going that 
length, tifavelled, however, in tiie same direction. A 
rugged exterior, but a kindly heart, thought she, and 
her spirits rose. 

Mr. Duncan took the habit of frequently dropping 
in at Mrs. Tamplin's now, and his interest in his 
fair protegde waxed warmer, and more demonstrative 
at every visit. He began to call her his " little pet," 
and " still waters,"^ find fault with her pale cheeks 
and thin wrists, pinching both with much the grace 
an old bear might display in toying with a rose. 
Lavinia would willingly have dispensed with these 
fiimiliarities, indeed, they were positively odious to 
her; but taking into account the coarse grain of* 
the man, his kindness to her, and his age— -young 
ladies of twenty are apt to look on a green quin- 
quagenarian as upon a Methusalem — she saw in 
his newly-adopted ways, merely the odd expression 
of a fatherly interest, and endured them with 
patience. 

One evening Mrs. Tamplin was called out of the 
sitting-room. Mr. Duncan, who h^pened to be 
there, immediately twisted his face into a would- 
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be agreeable^ reassuring grln^ and said^ in a confi- 
dential whisper, — 

" I have found a first-rate situation for you." 
"Have you, indeed? how very kind of you!" 
cried Lavinia, with a burst of joy and gratitude. 
" Is it as a governess ?" 

"Faugh! a governess! Something far better. 
You come and stay with me." 

"With you?" she exclaimed, and her face length- 
ened. 

" Yes, with me ; the ill-combed monkey is growing 
oldish, and wants somebody to look after him and 
his house ; come you, and be my housekeeper ; not 
a bad offer, let me tell you." 

Lavinia looked at him in great perplexity, not 
free from some alarm. Mr. Duncan's countenance 
was not exactly formed for the display of tender 
feelings ; all his efforts to produce insinuating 
smiles only gave him a greater resemblance to a 
mischievous terrier. The astonished girl said at 

last, — 

" But you are a single gentleman, sir." 

He laughed his coarsest laugh. 

"Yes, thank God, I am — reason the more for 
you to come; you will have everything your own 
way, don't you see ? — eh ? — ^plenty of the best that's to 
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be got to eat, and to drink — ^plenty of fine clothes — 
plenty of money." 

Lavinia could bear no more. She jumped up, 
cast on the grinning knave one look of infinite con- 
tempt, and walked away without deigning even a 
word of rebuke. 

" Oh ! merciful God, save me from my despair ; 
oh ! merciful Lord, take me to Thee." 

Such was the agonized cry of the heart-broken girl 
as she threw herself down — ^her face on the floor of 
her bed-room, as if she would bury it for ever from 
the sight of all mankind. It seemed, indeed, as 
though the God of the afflicted, the God of the father- 
less, had in His mercy listened to her prayer, for all 
consciousness left her. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A bachelor's supper, akd what came of rr. 

About the middle of the month of NoTember, Paolo 
received intelligence from Rome, of the transfer o£ 
Bishop Rodipani^s fortune to himself, according to 
the terms of the will. The solicitor r^retted to 
saj that the bishop proved to be less wealthy than had 
been expected ; in fact, that Signor Mancini's legacy 
woold exceed little more than u hundred thousand 
scudi, half of which, as detailed in the annexed 
statement, was vested in various foreign stock, realiz- 
able at a short notice. Prudent Monsignor Rodipani, 
in the choice of his investments, had evidentlv had 
an eve to the mutability of earthlv thin<js. There 
was, besides the simi of money above mentioned, 
another of eighteen thousand scudi lying at the 
bankers, about the disposition of which the solicitor 
asked for directions. 

Paolo very curiously examined the several items 
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of the statement fiimished to him^ and far £rom 
any astonishment or regret at the modicity of his 
inheritance^ he felt a kind of bewilderment at the 
idea of being so rich. Positively, it was more like 
a fairy tale than a reality, his being able to fulfil 
one of the most earnest of his wishes, namely, the 
securing of the independence and happiness of his 
two friends, Salvator and Clelia. A really happy 
morning he spent in writing, first, a very long and 
affectionate letter to the little painter, then one less 
long, but not less affectionate, to Clelia, which was 
enclosed in that to her betrothed, together with a 
cheque in &vour of Salvator for a thousand scudi. 

By the same post he wrote to apprise his man 
of business of what he had done, desiring that 
henceforth, without any further advice firom himself, 
the sum of sixty scudi should be paid monthly to 
the person named in the cheque. This done, Paolo 
went in search of his breakfast, and a hearty meal 
he made of it ; for his satisfaction at the good turn 
he had been able to do for his friends, was over- 
shadowed by none of the misgivings, as to the 
source of the wealth of which he disposed — mis- 
givings which had so obstinately haunted him two 
months ago. 

At the Manage he met the Vicomte and Du 
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Grenre; they were waiting expressly for him, said 
M. Du Verlat. One of the habituds of the school 
was on the point of marriage^ and according to an 
established custom, the brid^room elect was bonnd 
to give a souper de garfons to the best riders. The 
choice of the guests had been left to the Yicomte, 
in his capacity of honorary president, and Paolo 
naturally had a right to a high place on his list. 
It would have been di£Bcult, even for one inclined 
to do so, to decline an invitation so flatteringly and 
so courteously given ; but Paolo, in his present mood, 
was not likely to run the risk of disobliging any 
one of his acquaintances ; so he accepted the compli- 
ment paid to himself and his equestrian powers, 
with thanks. M. Du Verlat looked much pleased 
as he said, — 

** We are to meet at twelve to-night at Barmers. 
You know where I mean ; if not, Pelissier is of the 
party, and will show you the way. Adieu, till then, 
and remember there is no need to dress.** 

^^ A few hours of tnnuiy* thought Paolo to himself, 
as, on the stroke of midnight, he walked, arm-in- 
arm with Du Genre, to the place of rendezvous — 
at most a few hours of enmti — to listen to how 
some lucky speculator won a fortune within an 
hour by the hausse or the baisse, or to heaur the 
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apotheosis of the legs of La Petra Camara. Other 
danger or dangers he could not see, unless indeed 
from the bottle; and against that he felt fully 
armed. Of the possibility of there being ladies 
among the guests, he never once thought, or his 
natural shyness would have been on the qui vive 
at once. A bachelor's supper, as he in his innocence 
understood it, meant a supper of men in the blessed 
state of celibacy, to the entire exclusion of the other 
sex. Fancy then his consternation when, on being 
ushered into the sancta sanctorum^ he confronted a bevy 
of ladies — ^he could have sworn to there being fifty 
of them, though, in fact, there were only eight, 
the same number as of gentlemen. Paolo's first 
instinctive movement was to draw back, but this 
probability had to all appearance been foreseen, 
and provided against by Du Genre, who gave his 
friend a gentle push forward, and a gentle warning 
not to make a fool of himself. The consciousness 
which now dawned upon Paolo, of having been 
intentionally decoyed into a trap, gave him a finishing 
stroke — his heart thumped, his ears tingled, his 
head swam. All this was the affair of a few 
seconds. 

" Mdlle. Celina," called the vicomte, as he hastened 
o wards the Italian, and took him courteously by 
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the hand. A graceful, impish figure sprang to her 
feet at this snmmons, flattered across the room on 
the points of her toes, came to a fall stop, and sud- 
denly describing a parabola in the air, alighted on 
her right foot, with the whiz of a bomb, between 
Paolo and Da Yerlat ^^ Mdlle. Celina, of the opera 
ballet corps," explained the vicomte. " Mademoiselle 
is all impatience to make your acquaintance, Mr. 
Mancini, and to hear of the wonders of Rome. I 
confide her to joxxr gaUantrj as yoar partner for the 
er^iing, or rather for the night I leave yon to 
each other." 

While the introduction was taking place, Mdlle. 
Celina slowly waved herself about, crossed her 
arms upon her bosom, and curtseyed in full choreo- 
graphic style. She was in the costume of her call- 
ing, bare neck, bare arms, plentifully rouged, with 
a fistbulous circumvallation of white muslin around 
her. She might have figured to advantage in a 
picture of the temptations of St. Anthony. Her 
well-cut eyes, and cherry-round lips — ^the only beauty 
about her, except her youth — ^were as saucy and 
provoking as any of Propertius' odes. A girl hardly 
past sixteen, with the figure and manner of that age, 
hers were the set features, the assurance, the know- 
ing look of a coquette of thirty. Little fit to observe. 
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and to reason out his observations as Paolo was at 
this moment^ he felt intuitively this ^Uuring want of 
harmony^ and was repelled by it An old soul in a 
young body, as he defined her afterwards. 

Dropping all that was professional for the nonce, 
Paolo's partner for the night passed her arm within 
his, and said abruptly,- 

" Art thou a prince, a marquis, or what ?" 

Rather wincing imder the infliction of the quaker- 
like form of address, he replied that he had no title 
at alL 

**Not a little bit? what a pity; particularly for 
a joU gargon. I doat on titles. I will dub thee 
chevalier." 

^^I beg you will commit no such folly," said 
Paolo. 

*^Papa vicomte," called out the miss, "fine my 
partner ; he has called me yow." 

A general burst of laughter welcomed the accu- 
sation. Every eye brought itself to bear on the 
Italian. 

" Pardon him for this once," said Du Verlat ; ** be- 
sides, we are not yet at table." 

If what he had already seen and heard by this time 
had not revealed to Paolo the nature and the pur- 
pose of the surprise prepared for him by his fnends. 
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a very little fiirther observation of what was said 
and done, soon fully opened his eyes. The curious, 
though carefully guarded attention, of which he was 
the object, marked him out plainly enough for the 
hero of the fetCy and what the nature of the fete was 
to be, was as clearly intimated by the look of the 
lionnea convened — the look of Bacchantes in repose, 
ready to rush forth in their real character at the first 
call of the syatrum. A few months ago, when he 
was a thorough savage, neither stratagem nor force 
would have kept him from breaking loose, and, come 
what might, quitting the company; now, that he 
was half civilized, the fear of ridicule was a potent 
spell, and rooted him there. Yet to breathe that 
stifling atmosphere, to face for any length of time 
that odious little imp by his side, to sit a witness, if 
not an actor, in the revel — all this he felt to be a 
moral impossibility. 

An irruption of waiters with trays, and the bustle 
that followed, aroused him from his brown study. 
He did what he saw the others do — led his allotted 
partner to a seat, sat himself down beside her, 
and 

Don't shut the book, fair reader, in fearful ex- 
pectation of our being about to shock your feelings. 
If anything improper took place at the convivial 
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boards neither Paolo nor the muse of his historio- 
grapher — a teetotaller muse, by the way, and one 
who wears high dresses — know anything of it For 
no sooner had Paolo dropped into his chair, than he 
had an inspiration — yes, a positive inspiration as to 
how effectually to isolate himself from his surround- 
ings. He deliberately gulped down a glass of 
Madeira, then a second, a third, and a fourth, and 
being little used to libations, was out of harm's way, 
that is, dead drunk, before the initiatory oysters were 
disposed of; and had to be removed from the room, 
conveyed to his entresol, consigned to his bed, and 
left to the care of his portress. A headache of 
three days' duration, and, if possible, a greater horror 
than ever of that particular kind of orgies, into which 
he had been entrapped — such were for Paolo the 
immediate results of his having made one at the 
bachelor's supper. It was, unluckily, destined to 
have some further consequences. 

Pique and champagne are dangerous counsellors. 
Mdlle. Celina, of the opera ballet corps, was brimful, 
at all events, of the first, and must, and would have 
her revenge. In what had Paolo offended her? 
Paolo had done more than spurn, revile, trample her 
imder foot ; blessed with the promise of her society, 
he had, to get quit of her, wilfully parted with 
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his own reason^ making her thus a butt for the 
quizzing of the whole party. There was no room 
for the shadow of a doubt; for Du Genre, who 
saw no cause why he should keep his convictions 
secret, frankly declared his belief that Paolo's in- 
toxication was an intentional, predetermined act 
His sober, nay abstemious habits, together with the 
frdminating character of the drunken fit, left room 
for no other explanation. 

And so it came to pass that the spiteful little imp 
hatched a plot against the poor absent youth, and 
then and there chalked it out before her wine-heated 
compeers — amid frantic acclamations and promises 
of unconditional support, more especially from Du 
Genre, whose patronage was regarded as peculiarly 
necessary to the success of the scheme. 

Du Genre, and most likely the other men, had 
forgotten all about Mdlle. Celina and her projects 
by the morrow, but Mdlle. Celina had an excellent 
memory.' A few days after, in fact, when her prepara- 
tions for action were complete, the piquant young lady, 
with the well-cut eyes, and cherry-round lips, paid 
Du Genre an unexpected visit ; she came to summon 
him to redeem the pledge of assistance he had given. 
Du Genre would rather that his pretty friend had 
not asked this, but he did not dare to withdraw from 
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his engagement. He had promised — he well recol- 
lected having done so — and must abide by his word. 
Men have sometimes odd notions of duty. I have 
known some who never paid their tailor's bill, hold 
a gambling debt sacred, and starve themselves to 
meet it. On the other hand, Du Gem^e reflected 
that, after all, little was asked of him — very little — 
merely to fmnish a few indications of Paolo's where- 
abouts and habits, and he gave them. Paolo greatly 
frequented the Boulevard des Italiens, drove or rode 
almost daily to the Bois de Boulogne, and had just 
taken the stall No. 22 at the " Italiens " for the sea- 
son. After all, philosophized the Frenchman, since 
Telemachus must needs go through his apprentice- 
ship and pay for it sooner or later — as well with a 
Mdlle. Clarisse as with any other. 

Mademoiselle Clarisse, the intimate friend of Miss 
Celina, and who was to act for the latter in this 
afiair, was a lionne of some renown. She had walked 
the boards professionally, and could personate all 
characters to the life, both on and off the stage, 
but her triumph was in that of the Ingenue. Senti- 
ment was her forte : to see her gaze pensively before 
her, as she would often do for mere frolic, her 
head slightly bent forward, her chin reclining on the 
palm of her hand, her cheek against her stretched- 
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ont forefinger, was to see the image of an Ophelia. 
Nature had blundered in Mademoiselle Clarisse ; 
given the outward distinction, the reserve, the dig- 
nity of a Lucretia, to a humbug. 

A few evenings later, Paolo was in his stall at 
the *^ Italiens." The Sonnambula was the opera ; he 
knew it by heart, and yet he was all eyes and ears. 
Who can ever have enough of the Sonnambula f 
Everything about it — the story, music, and feelings — 
so simple, so true, so fresh. Paolo's soul swam in 
a bath of delight At the end of " Cari luoghi^ a few 
exclamations of unmitigated enthusiasm drew his 
attention from the stage to those about him; on 
his right sat a lady of the age of chaperones, and 
by her one of the age of the chaperoned, both of 
whom, but especially the younger, seemed to enjoy 
the performance keenly. The latter had positively 
big tears in her lovely eyes. Paolo was charmed 
to see his own emotion shared by others, and natu- 
rally felt an interest in those doing so. The ladies 
were richly but simply and soberly dressed; the 
features of the elder one were rather commonplace ; 
those of the younger, fine, noble, even haughty, 
had they not been softened by her present emotion. 
Her pure white complexion, hazel eyes, and acom- 
hued hair, gave to her beauty that subdued and 
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Lavlnia was quite ready to confide in Lady 
Willingford. Not a single particular of the sad 
narrative related by Mr. Jones was withheld fix)m 
the eager listener^ who now learned how the real 
Lavinia Jones had died when a babyi how, in a 
sordid view of gain, the little Lavinia Holywell had 
been substituted in the deceased infant's place ; and 
how, to ease her conscience, one of the accomplices in 
the fraud, Lavinia's mother, had sent for Mr. Jones 
and made a full confession to him. Nor was the 
squalor of the dying woman's condition, nor the fact 
of her being unmarried, passed over in silence, but 
simply and unhesitatingly stated. 

Peremptorily as all this established the absence 
of any relationship between Lavinia and Mr. Jones, 
it still left unaccounted for and unjustified the 
extreme step she had taken in breaking off all inter- 
course with him. Pressed on this point, Lavinia 
said for all answer, — 

'^Indeed, I had no alternative but to do so.** 

The countess must have had in her disposition 
some of her daughter's impetuosity, so emphatically 
did she exclaim, — 

"The villain!" 

"He wanted me to marry him," added Lavinia, 
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who saw the expediency of correctmg the erroneous 
impression she had given. 

** Oh 1 the old wretch,** said her ladyship, by way 
of variation. 

The ground was now clear for taking into con- 
sideration Lavinia's fiiture prospects. They afforded 
indeed little room fer discussion; the necessity of 
some situation, which should assure Lavinia the 
means of existence, and the desirableness of finding 
such a one in the coimtry, where there would be less 
risk for her of disagreeable meetings, stared her 
ladyship in the face. She accordingly promised to 
set about this seardi inunediately, and bade her 
jproidgie be of good cheer. The countess had too 
much good sense and good feeling, and was, besides^ 
too deeply impressed by the girl's gentle dignity, to 
venture on any offer which would have made Lar 
vinia dependent on her bounty. 

*^We shall find some snug home for you after 
all, where you may enjoy comfort, even happiness, ^ 
said Lady Willingford. '^ Station and riches, believe 
me," and here came a sigh, ^' do not always secure 
either; it is the spirit in which we accept our lot, 
great or humble, which renders it a happy or un- 
happy one." 

The parting was as affectionate as the meeting had 
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been. Patroness and patronized might have been 
easily mistaken for mother and daughter, so ten- 
der was the former^ so dutiful and confiding the 
latter* 

Kind and encouraging notes, and little presents, 
after this red-letter day, began to pour in on the 
young recluse of Camden Town. Those best know 
the value of these priceless nothings, who have been 
long sequestered from all interchange of the small 
coin of courtesies. Be it only a bunch of violets, or 
an inquiry left with a card at your door, how sweet 
the assurance thus implied that you are something to 
somebody ! The countess nerself came now and 
then. Doubly lucky was it for Lavinia to have this 
fresh supply of sympathy from abroad, for scanty 
indeed was that she met just now at home. 

Mrs. Tamplin's milk of hmnan kindness, we are 
very sorry to say, had waxed rather sour ever since 
the impeachment of her matchless surgeon. Mr. 
Duncan was the widow's last illusion, the only sunny 
spot in her mental perspective, and no wonder she 
clung to him with the tenacity of despair. His 
right to be heard and explain, which she was sure 
he could do most satis&ctorily, was as clear in the 
eyes of the landlady as was in those of her lodger this 
utter uselessness, nay, the positive degradation, of 
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anything like an argument with a man who had 
so indubitably insulted her. This contrary point 
of view, in spite of all Lavinia's efforts to divest 
her opposition of any asperity, could not but create 
between the two parties concerned a little jarring, 
which the jealousy fermenting in Mrs. Tamplin's 
breast all this while did not tend to allay. How 
could she, who had hitherto played the first part, 
not wince at being reduced to the second ? 

Happily, this disagreeable state of affairs was not 
to be of long continuance. When the powerful of 
this world set their hearts on anything, it is rare 
but that the realization should quickly follow the 
wish. Serviceableness is certainly a virtue far from 
uncommon, but never so effectually exercised as 
when they who draw bills upon it can be drawn 
upon in their turn. A fortnight had scarcely elapsed 
from the day of the countess's first visit to Lavinia, 
when a little note came to announce that the much- 
desired situation was found. Lady Willingford put 
off all particulars till the morrow, when she would 
call as early as eleven in the forenoon, and Lavinia 
was desired to have her trunk packed, and to be 
ready to accompany her friend — whither ? The 
note did not explain; probably to her new home; 
at least our heroine argued as much from the cir- 
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cumstance of being told that she was to be prepared 
to leave her lodging. 

She did not take long to pack. Her wardrobe 
had dwindled to the smallest compass, and she 
might have said, with the ancient philosopher : " I 
have all my belongings about me." The whole of 
this, her last day under Mrs. Tamplin's roof, Lavinia 
spent in propitiating that worthy matron, but for 
whose kindly advice, and help, and motherly care, 
the grateful girl protested she knew not indeed 
what might have become of her. Low-spirited Mrs. 
Tamplin, who had no heart of stone, was quickly 
mollified, and ended by forgetting her grievance as 
to the charge against matchless Mr. Duncan. And 
when Lavinia pressed her to accept a simple ring, 
which she begged Mrs. Tamplin to wear in remem- 
brance of the good she had done to a poor friendless 
orphan girl, the widow was fairly conquered, and the 
two amicably mingled their tears ; that great luxury 
of rich and poor alike. 

By ten minutes past eleven the next morning, 
Lavinia was driving with Lady Willingford to the 
station, from whence they were to go by railway 
to her ladyship's country seat near Southampton, 
where Lady Augusta was impatiently waiting for 
them. Fancy our dear girl's agreeable surprise at 
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this prospect, when she had been thinking she was 
to go directly to the family who had engaged her I 
On the contrary, it had been arranged that she was 
to spend three days with the countess and Lady 
Augasta, and to start on the fourth to join Mrs. 
Ennerly, the lady whose companion she was to be, 
Mrs. Ennerly was just now, and would be till after 
Christmas, at her country house, near Moreton in 
Dorsetshire, and she had desired that Miss Holywell 
should come to her there; but Weymouth might 
more probably be considered Lavinia's ultimate desti- 
nation, as it was in that watering-place that Mrs 
Ennerly resided the chief part of the year. She 
was a person of good family and fortune, and. Lady 
WilKngford had been assured on all sides, also of 
very kindly disposition and not difficult to please. 
She was passionately fond of poetry and music ; and 
reading aloud, and playing and singing would be 
the principal duties exacted from her companion. 
Fifty pounds a year was the salary agreed on, con- 
sidered as a tolerably fair remuneration out of 
London. Altogether, the countess hoped that the 
situation was one to suit her young friend ; if not, 
Lavinia had only a word to say, and imother should 
be sought out for her. Lady Willingford also 
exacted a promise, that no notions of false delicacy 
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should prevent her young friend from frankly con- 
fessing if she were uncomfortable. Lavinia must 
learn to trust her friends. Lavinia gave the re- 
quired promise^ fervently kissing the white hand 
held up in playftd menace^ and said simply, — 

" God bless you. Lady Willingford ! " words spoken 
in a way that made the object of that blessing feel 
really blessed. 

If we were to say that Lady Willingford did not 
feel a little nervous on reaching the station, and that 
the five minutes she had to spend in the waiting- 
room did not seem very long to her, we should say 
that which is untrue. It was only too probable, well 
known as she was on the road they were about to 
travel, that she might meet some one she knew, and 
be asked questions inconvenient to answer, as to her 
lovely companion. However, the train departed^ 
and in due time deposited the travellers safely at 
Southampton, without heo: ladyship's incognito having 
been once endangered. 

Though the begiiming of December, the weather 
was uncommonly clear and fine, and the forty 
miimtes' drive from Southampton to Willingford 
Casde was inore keenly enjoyed by Lavinia than 
any drive she had ever taken* After long seclusion 
in dreary, foggy London, every picturesque spot. 
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every patch of green, every glossy-leafed holly, were 
welcomed by her as old firiends lost and found again. 
But how her heart fluttered, and how dim grew her 
sparkling eyes, when they caught sight, far up the 
long avenue of stately oaks, of a lovely, familiar 
figure tripping quickly towards them 1 The carriage 
stopped at the sound of a sweet voice, calliDg to her 
joyously by name; she jumped out to find herself 
clasped in the arms of her dear faithful friend. Lady 
Augusta. 

Let us be as discreet as the countess, and leave 
the young people to an uninterrupted three days' 
tete^-teU. Lavinia, had, as we know, plenty to 
relate, and it is easy to fancy the one rehearsing the 
eventftd history of the period of their sepai*ation, the 
other building castles for the future. We all live 
chiefly on memory and hope ; the present, a fiigitive 
point no sooner possessed than gone, occupies but 
litde room in the flying mirage of life. On this 
we may rely, that amid the evocations of &e past, 
the days at Rome, and true-hearted Domenichino, 
were not forgotten on one side, as was not, on the 
other, among the anticipations of the future, the hope 
of a speedy and long reunion at Weymouth. Wey- 
mouth would be a far more agreeable place to go to 
than Brighton* 
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Perhaps Lavinia might have been inclined to shake 
her head a little disconsolately at this anticipation ; 
perhaps she might even have spoken out some of 
her fears ; but at sight of a sweet mouth beginning 
to droop, kept her wisdom to herself, and even 
paraded a confidence as to their meeting, which she 
did not feel. What was the use, in fact, of throw- 
ing cold water on illusions originating in the warmest 
affections? Surely enough, the realities of life 
would assert themselves in due time, and dispel all 
such fond dreams. 

Lady Augusta's preoccupations as to the future, 
however, did not blind her to some of the urgent 
necessities of the present. She had detected at a 
glance, insuflSciencies in her friend's wardrobe, glaring 
enough indeed to attract the notice of less friendly 
eyes, and immediately set to work to supply what 
was wanted with what she had best of her own. 
With so much delicacy was this done, that not even 
the most irritable susceptibility could have been 
wounded. Lady Augusta must have Lavinia dressed 
like herself, as they used often to be in former days, 
and under this pretext a black dress and cloak were 
procured from Southampton. Lavinia must have 
furs like Lady Augusta. 

" And now," said her young ladyship, ^* if you 
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don't captivate Mrs. Ennerlj, she must bare the 
heart of the dragon that attacked Andromeda; 
though^] after all/' she added, fondlj, ^^ jou would 
look charming with a brass pan on yonr head; 
unlike some other people^ not a hundred miles awaj, 
who require fine feathers to be fine birds." 

How could Lavinia have refused any gifts so 
offered? Slie was almost as happj to receive as 
Lady Augusta to give. 

Longer than a three da3rs' meeting comes to a close. 
Early on the fourth morning since her arrival at the 
castle, mother and daughter accompanied Lavinia 
to the Southampton station. Sad and silent was the 
drive^ sad and silent the ten minutes spent at the 
terminus. The countess placed in Lavinia's hand a 
handsomely embroidered purse, and said hurriedly, — 

'^Keep it in remembrance of me; it is my own 
work, and I had meant it for Augusta; I know it 
will be doubly precious to you on that account 
There is a little money in it, which you must not 
refuse, as it will make my mind easy about you. I 
am only treating you as I would my daughter ; it is 
requisite always in travelling to be prepared for im- 
foreseen contingencies. 

Lavinia took the purse, kissed it, and the hand 
which bestowed it, but did not venture to speak* 



A PLANK OF SAFETY. 91 

By this time the warning bell rang. The two 
girls fell into each other's arms^ holding one another 
in a long, long embrace. 

" Oh ! must it Be really so?" cried Lady Augusta, 
with an appealing glance at her mother. 

^' It must," said Lavinia, firmly, " because it is 
plainly the will of God. He knows best, who cast 
my lot among the lowly ; and my clear duty is to 
accept my portion humbly and cheerfiiUy ; help me 
to do so, dearest God bless you. Lady Willingford I 
Grod bless you, my own darling ! " And Lavinia was 
hurried from the platform into a carriage. 

Oh, fatal platform! how many dramas, not the 
less heart-rending for being compressed into a fevr 
minutes, have you not seen ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE B08E UNIQUE. 

Layinia, as she took her seat in the carriage^ let 

down her veil, and We have had so mnch 

of the melting mood in our last chapter, that we 
dare not say what she did. After all, it is not onr 
fault if, dealing as we do with the reahties of life, 
we stumble oftener on tears than on smiles. It is 
not, we should say, without good reason that the 
world has been styled ** a valley of tears." 

Whatever Lavinia's occupation on first entering 
the carriage, she was soon roused from it by the 
novelty and responsibility of her situation. The 
mere fact of finding herself travelling alone amid 
straqgers, on her way to an unknown place, a fact 
unprecedented in her life, was sufficient to inspire 
her with some vague uneasiness, and keep her 
nervously awake to the present, without taking 
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into account the incubus of her luggage to look 
after, and the dread of passing Wareham; the 
station at which, being bound for Moreton, she had 
been told she would have to change carriages. 
Suppose she were to be carried on, and find herself 
at Exeter, what would become of her I Such 
preoccupations, ridiculous as they may seem to 
practised travellers, did not weigh the less heavily 
on the mind of one so thoroughly unpractised 
and unpractical — and how could she be otherwise — 
as our poor heroine ? 

However, all went smooth with her; when 
Wareham was reached, passengers for Moreton 
were warned audibly enough, God knows, to alight ; 
and she had the further satisfaction of seeing: her 
trunk safely deposited in the luggage van of the 
train for Moreton, Much eased in her mind, 
Lavinia had leisure to feel hungry; she ventured 
into the refreshment room, and bought some buns, 
and, searching out an empty, carriage, got in, 
ensconced herself in a comer seat, and amused 
hferself with watching the coming and going of 
passengers. 

One in particular attracted her notice, a lady 
of middle height, who was carrying a flower-pot 
large enough to require her to use both hands. 
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Had it been a baby^ the ladj could not have hu^ed 
her burden more carefollj and tenderly against her 
bosom. The railway porters vied with each other 
as to who should &ee her of her flower-pot; bat 
she defended it against all officious offers, with as 
much determination as graciousness. There is no 
surer conductor of sympathy between gentle natures, 
than the care bestowed upon gentle and delicate 
things, be they even inanimate. Lavinia felt an 
interest in this lady, and followed her movements 
with kindly curiosity. She saw her stand still to 
speak to one of the officials, and for an instant 
obliged to take her right hand from her charge, 
in order to receive a newspaper this person presented 
to her; he, standing all the while with uncovered 
head, in spite of her signing to him repeatedly to 
put on his cap. ^^ A lady of consequence, unassuming 
withal and most good-natured,'' thought Lavinia, as 
the object of her survey was moving forward in 
quest of a carriage. ^^ How I wish she would come 
in here ! " The wish was scarcely formed before it 
was gratified. The stranger installed herself in the 
comer opposite to Lavinia. 

^^Is it not beautiful? a real rose unique," said 
the new comer, in answer to the glance of admira- 
tion cast on her roses by her vis^vis ; ^ they smell 
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80 sweet too^" and saying tbis^ she held them to- 
wards Lavinia. 

*^ Thank you — they are delicious," said Lavinia^ 
burying her face in them ; ^^ they are doubly beau- 
tiful so late in the year.'' 

** Yes, I managed to preserve them in bloom, by 
keeping them in the greenhouse," added the lady, 
placing the flowers on the bottom of the carriage 
in order to be at liberty to unfold The Times. She 
tamed the enormous paper over and over, evidently 
in search of something special, which having found, 
she began earnestly to read. Her attentiqp, how- 
ever, was speedily diverted from her perusal, for, 
the train being now iu motion, the flower-pot danced 
about most ominously. She tried first to steady 
it by the help of her feet, then put it on the seat 
by her, then finally took it in her lap; but this 
last device interfered terribly with her reading: 
the unruly flower-pot reqiiiring one hand to make 
it maintain its perpendicular, the other proved sadly 
insufficient to manage the huge printed sheet Seeing 
this, Lavinia begged that the care of the rose might 
be confided to her ; a proposal which was naturally 
objected to on the plea of the trouble it would give, 
but Lavinia assured her it would be no trouble. 
" I really should be glad to be of some use to 
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you," she said, and so feelingly, almost entreatingly, 
that the other, with a look of pleased surprise, gave 
up her perplexing charge, and returned to the 
perusal of her paper. 

Meanwhile, Lavinia was studying the sweet little 
face before her. It was still young and pretty, 
but its charm lay elsewhere than in youth and 
loveliness. Sprinkle with grey the auburn hair 
as much as you like, and print with wrinkles the 
soft transparent skin, and yet the suavity of ex- 
pression which comes from within would remain 
the same, and go straight to your heart. It was 
one of those faces which do good to look at, inas- 
much as they convey at once an impression of 
moral worth, and win immediate confidence. There 
was something of quaker-like simplicity in the make 
and material of her dress : a gray gown, a dark 
waterproof cloak, and a gray beaver bonnet; the 
snow-white border of a closely fitting cap, with no 
ribbon or ornament whatever, giving to the pure 
oval of the face a somewhat austere grace. La- 
vinia was greatly puzzled by this cap, which had 
nothing of the character of what is styled a bonnet 
cap, but resembled a mob cap, singularly unsuited 
to the age of the wearer. Was it worn in obedience 
to some hygienic prescription, or in a spirit of 
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Lavinia was quite ready to confide in Lady 
Willingford. Not a single particular of the sad 
narratiye related by Mr. Jones was withheld from 
the eager listener^ who now learned how the real 
Lavinia Jones had died when a baby^ how> in a 
sordid view of gain, the little Lavinia Holywell had 
been substituted in the deceased infant's place ; and 
how, to ease her conscience, one of the accomplices in 
the fraud, Lavinla's mother, had sent for Mr. Jones 
and made a frdl confession to him. Nor was the 
squalor of the dying woman's condition, nor the fact 
of her being unmarried, passed over in silence, but 
simply and unhesitatingly stated. 

Peremptorily as all this established the absence 
of any relationship between Lavinia and Mr. Jones, 
it still left unaccounted for and unjustified the 
extreme step she had taken in breaking off all inter- 
course with him. Pressed on this point, Lavinia 
sdd for all answer, — 

^^Lideed, I had no alternative but to do so." 

The countess must have had in her disposition 
some of her daughter's impetuosity, so emphatically 
did she exclaim, — 

"The villain!" 

"He wanted me to marry him," added Lavinia, 
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who saw the expediency of correcting the erroneous 
impression she had given. 

" Oh 1 the old wretch," said her ladyship, by way 
of variation. 

The ground was now dear for taking into con- 
sideration Lavinia's Aiture prospects. They afforded 
indeed little room for discussion; the necessity of 
some situation, which should assure Lavinia the 
means of existence, and the desirableness of finding 
such a one in the country, where there would be less 
risk for her of disagreeable meetings, stared her 
ladyship in the face. She accordingly promised to 
set about this search immediately, and bade her 
protigde be of good cheer. The countess had too 
much good sense and good feeling, and was, besides, 
too deeply impressed by the girl's gentle dignity, to 
venture on any offer which would have made La- 
vinia dependent on her bounty. 

"We shall find some snug home for you after 
all, where you may enjoy comfiart, even happiness, ^ 
said Lady Willingford. ^^ Station and riches, believe 
me," and here came a sigh, *^ do not always secure 
either; it is the spirit in which we accept our lot, 
great or humble, which renders it a happy or un- 
happy one." 

The parting was as affectionate as the meeting had 



A PLAISTK OF SAFETY. 83 

been. Patroness and patronized might have been 
easily mistaken for mother and daughter, so ten- 
der was the former, so dutiful and confiding the 
latter. 

Kind and encouraging notes, and little presents, 
after this red-letter day, began to pour in on the 
young recluse of Camden Town. Those best know 
the value of these priceless nothings, who have been 
long sequestered from all interchange of the small 
coin of courtesies. Be it only a bunch of violets, or 
an inquiry left with a card at your door, how sweet 
the assurance thus impUed that you are something to 
somebody! The countess herself came now and 
then. Doubly lucky was it for Lavinia to have this 
fresh supply of sympathy from abroad, for scanty 
indeed was that she met just now at home. 

Mrs. Tamplin's milk of human kindness, we are 
very sorry to say, had waxed rather sour ever since 
the impeachment of her matchless surgeon. Mr. 
Duncan was the widow's last illusion, the only sunny 
spot in her mental perspective, and no wonder she 
clung to him with the tenacity of despair. His 
right to be heard and explain, which she was sure 
he could do most satisfactorily, was as clear in the 
eyes of the landlady as was in those of her lodger the 
utter uselessness, nay, the positive degradation, of 
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anything like an argument with a man who had 
80 indubitably insulted her. This contrary point 
of view, in spite of all Lavinia's efforts to divest 
her opposition of any asperity, could not but create 
between the two parties concerned a little jarring, 
which the jealousy fermenting in Mrs. Tamplin's 
breast all this while did not tend to allay. How 
could she, who had hitherto played the first part, 
not wince at being reduced to the second ? 

Happily, this disagreeable state of affairs was not 
to be of long continuance. When the powerful of 
this world set their hearts on anything, it is rare 
but that the realization should quickly follow the 
wish. Serviceableness is certainly a virtue far from 
uncommon, but never so effectually exercised as 
when they who draw bills upon it can be drawn 
upon in their turn. A fortnight had scarcely elapsed 
from the day of the countess's first visit to Lavinia, 
when a little note came to announce that the much- 
desired situation was found. Lady Willingford put 
off all particulars till the morrow, when she would 
call as early as eleven in the forenoon, and Lavinia 
was desired to have her trunk packed, and to be 
ready to accompany her friend — whither? The 
note did not explain; probably to her new home; 
at least our heroine argued as much from the cir- 
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cmnstance of being told that she was to be prepared 
to leave her lodging. 

She did not take long to pack. Her wardrobe 
liad dwindled to the smallest compass^ and she 
might have said, with the ancient philosopher : " I 
have all my belongings about me." The whole of 
this, her last day under Mrs. Tamplin's roof, Lavinia 
'spent in propitiating that worthy matron, but for 
whose kindly advice, and help, and motherly care, 
the grateful girl protested she knew not indeed 
what might have become of her. Low-spirited Mrs. 
Tamplin, who had no heart of stone, was quickly 
mollified, and ended by forgetting her grievance as 
to the charge against matchless Mr. Duncan. And 
when Lavinia pressed her to accept a simple ring, 
which she begged Mrs. Tamplin to wear in remem- 
brance of the good she had done to a poor friendless 
orphan girl, the widow was fairly conquered, and the 
two amicably mingled their tears ; that great luxury 
of rich and poor alike. 

By ten minutes past eleven the next morning, 
Lavinia was driving with Lady Willingford to the 
station, from whence they were to go by railway 
to her ladyship's country seat near Southampton, 
where Lady Augusta was impatiently waiting for 
them. Fancy our dear girl's agreeable surprise at 
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this prospect^ when she had been thinking she was 
to go dh'ectly to the family who had engaged her I 
On the contrary, it had been arranged that she was 
to spend three days with the countess and Lady 
Augusta, and to start on the fourth to join Mrs. 
Ennerly, the lady whose companion she was to be, 
Mrs. Ennerly was just now, and would be till after 
Christmas, at her country house, near Moreton in 
Dorsetshire, and she had desired that Miss Holywell 
should come to her there ; bufc Weymouth might 
more probably be considered Lavinia's ultimate desti- 
nation, as it was in that watering-place that Mrs 
Ennerly resided the chief part of the year. She 
was a person of good fanuly and fortune, and. Lady 
Willingford had been assured on all sides, also of 
very kindly disposition and not diflScult to please. 
She was passionately fond of poetry and music ; and 
reading aloud, and playing and singing would be 
the principal duties exacted from her companion. 
Fifty pounds a year was the salary agreed on, con- 
sidered as a tolerably fair remuneration out of 
London. Altogether, the countess hoped that the 
situation was one to suit her young friend ; if not, 
Lavinia had only a word to say, and another should 
be sought out for her. Lady WilKngford also 
exacted a promise, that no notions of false delicacy 
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should prevent her young friend from frankly con- 
fessing if she were uncomfortable. Laviuia must 
learn to trust her friends. Lavinia gave the re- 
quired promise, fervently kissing the white hand 
held up in playftil menace, and said simply, — 

*^ God bless you. Lady Willingford 1 " words spoken 
in a way that made the object of that blessing feel 
really blessed. 

K we were to say that Lady Willingford did not 
feel a little nervous on reaching the station, and that 
the five minutes she had to spend in the waiting- 
room did not seem very long to her, we should say 
that which is imtrua It was only too probable, well 
known as she was on the road they were about to 
travel, that she might meet some one she knew, and 
be ^ked questions inconvenient to answer, as to her 
lovely companion. However, the train departed, 
and in due time deposited the travellers safely at 
Southampton, without her ladyship's incognito having 
been once endangered. 

Though the beginning of December, the weather 
was uncommonly clear and fine, and the forty 
minutes' drive from Southampton to Willingford 
Castle was more keenly enjoyed by Lavinia than 
any drive she had ever taken. After long seclusion 
in dreary, foggy London, every picturesque spot. 
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every patch of green, every glossy-leafed holly, were 
welcomed by her as old friends lost and found again. 
But how her heart fluttered, and how dim grew her 
sparkling eyes, when they caught sight, far up the 
long avenue of stately oaks, of a lovely, familiar 
figure tripping quickly towards them I The carriage 
stopped at the sound of a sweet voice, calling to her 
joyously by name; she jumped out to find herself 
clasped in the arms of her dear faithful friend. Lady 
Augusta. 

Let us be as discreet as the countess, and leave 
the young people to an uninterrupted three days' 
tete-brtete. Lavinia, had, as we know, plenty to 
relate, and it is easy to fancy the one rehearsing the 
eventful history of the period of their separation, the 
other building castles for the future. We all live 
chiefly on memory and hope ; the present, a ftigitive 
point no sooner possessed than gone, occupies but 
little room in the flying mirage of life. On this 
we may rely, that amid the evocations of the past, 
the days at Rome, and true-hearted Domenichino, 
were not forgotten on one side, as was not, on the 
other, among the anticipations of the future, the hope 
of a speedy and long reunion at Weymouth. Wey- 
mouth would Jbe a far more agreeable place to go to 
than Brighton. 
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Perhaps Lavinia might have been inclined to shake 
her head a little disconsolatel j at this anticipation ; 
perhaps she might even have spoken out some of 
her fears; but at sight of a sweet mouth beginning 
to droop^ kept her wisdom to herself^ and even 
paraded a confidence as to their meeting, which she 
did not feel. What was the use, in fact, of throw- 
ing cold water on illusions originating in the warmest 
affections? Surely enough, the realities of life 
would assert themselves in due time, and dispel all 
such fond dreams. 

Lady Augusta's preoccupations as to the future, 
however, did not blind her to some of the urgent 
necessities of the present She had detected at a 
glance, insu£Sciencies in her friend's wardrobe, glaring 
enough indeed to attract the notice of less friendly 
eyes^ and immediately set to work to supply what 
was wanted with what she had best of her own. 
With so much delicacy was this done, that not even 
the most irritable susceptibility could have been 
wounded. Lady Augusta must have Lavinia dressed 
like herself, as they used often to be in former days^ 
and under this pretext a black dress and cloak were 
procured from Southampton. Lavinia must have 
furs like Lady Augusta. 

"And now," said her young ladyship, *Mf you 
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don't captivate Mrs. Ennerly, she miist^ hove the 
heart of the dragon that attacked Andromeda^-; 
though," after all," she added, fondlj, " you would 
look charming with a brass pan on your head; 
unlike some other people, not a hundred miles away, 
who require fine feathers to be fine birds." 

How could Lavinia have refused any gifts so 
ofiered? She was almost as happy to receive as 
Lady Augusta to give. 

Longer than a three days' meeting comes to a close. 
Early on the fourth morning since her arrival at the 
castle, mother and daughter accompanied Lavinia 
to the Southampton station. Sad and silent was the 
drive, sad and silent the ten minutes spent at the 
terminus. The countess placed in Lavinia's hand a 
handsomely embroidered purse, and said hurriedly, — 

" Keep it in remembrance of me ; it is my own 
work, and I had meant it for Augusta ; I know it 
will be doubly precious to you on that account. 
There is a little money in it, which you must not 
refuse, as it will make my mind easy about you. I 
am only treating you as I would my daughter ; it is 
requisite always in travelling to be prepared for un- 
foreseen contingencies. 

Lavinia took the purse, kissed it, and the hand 
which bestowed it, but did not venture to speak. 
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By this time the warning bell rang. The two 
gu'ls fell into each other's arms, holding one another 
in a long, long embrace. 

^^ Oh ! must it be really so ?" cried Lady Augusta, 
with an appealing glance at her mother. 

*^ It must," said Lavinia, firmly, ^^ because it is 
plainly the will of God. He knows best, who cast 
my lot among the lowly ; and my clear duty is to 
accept my portion humbly and cheerfiiUy ; help me 
to do so, dearest. God bless you. Lady Willingford I 
Gt)d bless you, my own darling ! " And Lavinia was 
hurried fix)m the platform into' a carriage. 

Oh, fatal platform I how many dramas, not the 
less heart-rending for bemg compressed into a few 
minutes, have you not seen I 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE BOSB UNIQUE. 



Layinia^ as she took her seat in the carriage^ let 

down her veil, and We have had so much 

of the melting mood in our last chapter, that we 
dare not say what she did. After all, it is not our 
fault if, dealing as we do with the realities of life, 
we stumble oftener on tears than on smiles. It is 
not, we should say, without good reason that the 
world has been styled " a valley of tears." 

Whatever Lavinia's occupation on first entering 
the carriage, she was soon roused from it by the 
novelty and responsibiUty of her situation. The 
mere fact of finding herself travelling alone amid 
strangers, on her way to an unknown place, a fact 
unprecedented in her life, was sufficient to inspire 
her with some vague uneasiness, and keep her 
nervously awake to the present, without taking 
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into account the incubus of her luggage to look 
after^ and the dread of passing Wareham; the 
station at which, being bound for Moreton, she had 
been told she would have to change carriages. 
Suppose she were to be carried on, and find herself 
at Exeter, what would become of her! Such 
preoccupations, ridiculous as they may seem to 
practised travellers, did not weigh the less heavily 
on the mind of one so thoroughly unpractised 
and unpractical — and how could she be otherwise — 
as our poor heroine ? 

However, all went smooth with her; when 
Wareham was reached, passengers for Moreton 
were warned audibly enough, God knows, to alight ; 
and she had the further satisfaction of seeing her 
trunk safely deposited in the luggage van of the 
train for Moreton. Much eased in her mind, 
Lavinia had leisure to feel hungry; she ventured 
into the refreshment room, and bought some buns, 
and, searching out an empty carriage, got in, 
ensconced herself in a comer seat, anH amused 
herself with watching the coming and going of 
passengers. 

One in particular attracted her notice, a lady 
of middle height, who was carrying a flower-pot 
large enough to require her to use both hands. 
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Had it been a babj^ the lady could not have hogged 
her burden more carefully and tenderly against her 
bosom. The railway porters vied with each other 
as to who should free her of her flower-pot; but 
she defended it against all officious offers^ with as 
much determination as graciousness. There is no 
surer conductor of sympathy between gentle natures, 
than the care bestowed upon gentle and delicate 
things, be they even inanimate. Lavinia felt an 
interest in this lady, and followed her movements 
with kindly curiosity. She saw her stand still to 
speak to one of the officials, and for an instant 
obliged to take her right hand from her charge, 
in order to receive a newspaper this person presented 
to her; he, standing all the while with imcovered 
head, in spite of her signmg to him repeatedly to 
put on his cap. ^^ A lady of consequence, unassuming 
withal and most good-natured,'' thought Lavinia, as 
the object of her survey was moving forward in 
quest of a carriage. ^^ How I wish she would come 
in here f" The wish was scarcely formed before it 
was gratified. The stranger installed herself in the 
comer opposite to Lavinia. 

"Is it not beautiful? a real rose unique," said 
the new comer, in answer to the glance of admira- 
tion cast on her roses by her rw-o-w ; " they smell 
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SO sweet too," and saying this, she held them to- 
wards Lavinia. 

"Thank you — ^they are delicious," said Lavinia, 
burying her face in them ; " they are doubly beau- 
tiful so late in the year." 

^^ Yes, I managed to preserve them in bloom, by 
keeping them in the greenhouse," added the lady, 
placing the flowers on the bottom of the carriage 
in order to be at liberty to unfold The Times, She 
turned the enormous paper over and over, evidently 
in search of something special, which having found, 
she began earnestly to read. Her attention, how- 
ever, was speedily diverted from her perusal, for, 
the train being now in motion, the flower-pot danced 
about most ominously. She tried first to steady 
it by the help of her feet, then put it on the seat 
by her, then finally took it in her lap; but this 
last device interfered terribly with her reading: 
^e xmruly flower-pot requiring one hand to make 
it maintain its perpendicular, the other proved sadly 
insufficient to manage the huge printed sheet. Seeing 
this, Lavinia begged that the care of the rose might 
be confided to her; a proposal which was naturally 
objected to on the plea of the trouble it would give, 
but Lavinia assured her it would be no trouble. 

I really should be glad to be of some use to 
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yoxiy^ she said^ and so feelingly^ almost entreatingly, 
that the other, with a look of pleased surprise, gave 
up her perplexing charge, and returned to the 
perusal of her paper. 

Meanwhile, Lavinia was studying the sweet little 
face before her. It was still young and pretty, 
but its charm lay elsewhere than in youth and 
loveliness. Sprinkle with grey the auburn hair 
as much as you like, and print with wrinkles the 
soft transparent skin, and yet the suavity of ex- 
pression which comes from within would remain 
the same, and go straight to your heart It was 
one of those faces which do good to look at, inas- 
much as they convey at once an impression of 
moral worth, and win immediate confidence. There 
was something of quaker-like simplicity in the make 
and material of her dress : a gray gown, a dark 
waterproof cloak, and a gray beaver bonnet ; the 
snow-white border of a closely fitting cap, with no 
ribbon or ornament whatever, giving to the pure 
oval of the face a somewhat austere grace. La- 
vinia was greatly puzzled by this cap, which had 
nothing of the character of what is styled a bonnet 
cap, but resembled a mob cap^ singularly unsuited 
to the age of the wearer. Was it worn in obedience 
to some hygienic prescription, or in a spirit of 
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renunciation of the vanities of this life? Really, 
the wearer seemed to attach so little importance 
to personal appearance, that this second hypothesis 
was not unlikely. And if so, what could have 
detached one so young and good-looking from the 
world? Do what we will, there are countenances 
about which we cannot help speculating, nay, having 
an irresistible longing to know the history of their 
owner. Lavinia would have given a good deal to 
know something about her fair travelling companion 
— would have also given a little to know the subject 
and kind of interest which fixed her attention so 
engrossingly to the newspaper. 

That the interest, whatever it might be, was of 
a painful nature, was evidenced by the cloud which 
overspread the reader's fine features as she read on. 
At one moment, she changed her posture, with a 
sudden jerk, as if to give vent by physical motion 
to the pressure of inner feelings. Presently the 
lips drooped, and &om that moment the tide of 
anxious emotion flowed continually, until at last 
it overpowered the reader, who, letting the paper 
fall on her knees, leaned back, and shut her eyes 
like one in bodily pain. 

"I hope you have not seen any bad news?'* 
VOL. in. 47 
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asked Lavinia, kindly, when her vw-^A-^vm' eyes opened 
again and encountered her own. 

** Dreadful I" replied the lady, and widiout an- 
other word, she handed over the paper to ihe 
inquirer, laying her finger on a certain passage. It 
formed part of a correspondence, headed '^ Siege 
of Sebastopol,'' and told a heart-rending tale of 
multiform misery — snow, rain, hurricane, choLersL, 
wrecks ; tents blown down, or no better shelter from 
the inclemency of the weather than so many sieves ; 
trenches turned into ditches of mud ; sick soldiers 
driven out of the hospital marquee by the winds, 
seeking refuge in sheds, shivering and moaning; 
able-bodied men killed by cold and wet, or dying 
by scores of dis^tse — a scene of utter desolation. 
The mere description made Lavinia's heart bleed ; 
the sad picture took her by surprise. Too busy 
with her needle for months past to read the news- 
paper herself, never told by her general informant 
of the world's disasters, of these Crimean suffS^ingB, 
which apparently were not in Mrs. Tamplin's line, 
all that she knew about the great contemporary 
event was, that England and Russia were at 
war, and that the seat of that war was in the 
Orimea. 

In a voice of anguish, she exclaimed, — 
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*'Can nothing be done for these poor crea- 
tures ? " 

^^ What can avail against the elements ? " replied 
the lady, with a despairing shake of the head. 

"But why is it more impossible to house the 
soldier now than in other wars ? " 

"We know little of the details of other wars, 
whereas one of the features of this age, is the in- 
formation we have of all that is going on at a dis- 
tance; however, huts are now building in England 
to be sent out te the Crimea, and some have been 
sent already. Charity is astir throughout the land, 
large sums are being subscribed, quantities of clothes 
and medicine-chests are preparing, bands of nurses 
for the sick and wounded are already gone, and 
more will soon follow." 

"God bless them," said Lavinia, "that is indeed 
the highest charity. May anyone go as nurse who 
wishes to do so ? " 

"Yes, I believe so; that is, anyone who is not 
only willing, but strong. Surely you must have 
heard of Miss ^," and here the speaker pro- 
nounced the sweetest name of our century, a name 
which future generations will record with benedic- 
tions, even when those of the conquerors of the Crimea 
are forgotten. Yet Lavinia had never heard of it. 

47—2 
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*^ Is it possible 1 " exclaimed the other ; " a name 
which is on every tongue." 

'^ Mine has been for some time past a very retired 
life^" pleaded Lavinia^ in extenuation of what seemed 
her unpardonable ignorance, 

" I understand," answered the lady, with a com- 
passionate glance at Lavinia's black dress, and then 
she proceeded to give her eager listener a foil account 
of that *^ angel in human shape," to use the relator's 
enthusiastic words, who had initiated the female 
crusade of mercy, and who had herself gone at 
their head to the east. 

Amid such interesting talk, Moreton was reached, 
and the two ladies alighted. 

*^ Can I be of any use to you ? " asked the owner 
of the roses, as she took back her flower-pot. 

"Thank you," said Lavinia; "perhaps you can 
tell me how best to reach the house I am going to— 
Ivy Lodge." 

*^ Ivy Lodge ? " repeated the lady in gray, in a 
voice of pleased surprise. "I am going there my- 
self, I am Mrs. Ennerly's niece." 

*^ Are you ? how glad I am. You have been so 
kind to me that I was really sorry to think we were 
going to part for ever." 

" No chance of that, for the present at least, you 
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see; since we are both bound for the same place^ 
we will go there together. Are you going to pay 
my aunt a long visit ? " 

**Tlie time I stay will entirely depend on Mrs. 
Ennerly's pleasure," answered Lavinia. 

*^ Surely, you cannot be Miss Holywell ? " 

^* Yes, indeed, I am the person .engaged as com- 
panion to Mrs. Emierly." 

" I am very glad I have met you ; you and I are 
old acquaintances, as it were, so that I can have 
the pleasure of introducing you to Mrs. Ennerly. 
Does she know that you are in mourning?" 

" Really, I cannot tell," said Lavinia, a little sur- 
prised at this question; "I have had no conmiu- 
nication myself with Mrs. Ennerly ; a lady, a kind 
friend of mine, managed the business for me. Will 
my being in black be an objection against me ? " 

*^ I hope not ; indeed, I am sure it cannot be ; the 
first impression may not be agreeable, but one look 
at your face will set everything right. My aunt 
is an excellent woman, but rather over-partial to 
what is gay-looking." 

" If so, my chances with the lady are small indeed," 
thought Lavinia, but she kept the thought to herself. 

This dialogue, begun on the platform, had ended 
outside the Moreton station in front of some public 



102 LAVIMA. 

conveyances, large and smaU, waiting there for fares. 
Lavinia, as desired by her companion, followed her 
into one of these. Mrs. Ennerly's niece, to all 
appearance, was as well known here as at Ware- 
ham; no railway official passed her without lifting 
his cap, even the omnibus and fly-men behaved 
respectfully to her, and contrary to tradition, offered 
their services without the least trace of their habitual 
roughness. Little was spoken by either lady during 
the short drive. The approach of so decisive a 
moment for Lavinia, even without the hint that had 
been given as to the possible bad effect of her lugu- 
brious garments, easily accounted for her abstraction. 
Neither was the current of thought of Mrs. Eimerly's 
niece difficult to guess, from the glances she bestowed 
now and then on the lovely girl by her side. She 
who had been the object of Lavinia's study, studied 
Lavinia in her turn with compassionate interest. 
What concatenation of circumstances could have 
brought one so evidently of the upper class to 
accept of the painful situation of a lady's companion ? 
This was the enigma, the effort to solve which, kept 
Lavinia's fellow-traveller silent. 

Ivy Lodge justified its name. The porch, and all 

that could be seen of the dwelling from the approach, 
was one mass of ivy. Ivy also covered the massive 
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stone pillars on either side of the gate, and seemed 
to threaten with suffocation the two cat-like cari- 
catures of lions which mounted guard on the tops* 
The sound of wheels brought out an old woman 
from the lodge at the gate, and a man-servant to 
the porch, while a person with a superlative cap 
loomed in the background of the entrance halL 
Miss Schmaltz, Mrs. Ennerly's housekeeper, was a 
rather ill-^voured masculine specimen of German 
s{Hn&terhood> whose immoderately gaudy and huge 
caps were famous both in Dorchester and Weymouth. 

^'Good morning. Miss Schmaltz, I hope you are 
well ; this is Miss Hx)lywell whom my aimt, I suppose^ 
has told you to expect." 

"I am quite well, thank you. Miss Clara, and 
much obliged to you for your kind inquiries. What 
beautiful roses you have got I Dear me, I believe 
they are the rose Unique." 

For her share of notice, Lavinia had only a stiff 
curtsey, coupled with a formal inquiry if she had had 
a good journey. 

"How is my aunt?" asked Miss Clara, walking 
towards one of the room doors* A large spaniel 
here rushed upon the scene, nearly upsetting La- 
vinia, who could not restrain a little scream, moire 
of aorprise than of fright. 
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*^Down, Turk, down," cried Miss Clara, seizing 
the dog, now in a paroxysm of barking at the 
stranger ; " be quiet, Turk ; " and she tried by mingled 
coaxing and threatening to quiet him. 

** Shall I fetch Miss Holywell a little hartshorn or 
sal volatile ? " asked Miss Schmaltz, with sarcastic 
politeness. 

Lavinia felt the intended sneer, but replied in a 
propitiatory tone, " Oh, dear no, thank you ; it was 
Teiy sUly of me to be so startled, I am not in general 
afraid of dogs." 

This little incident had prevented Miss Clara's 
inquiry about her aunt being answered. When they 
were all three in the drawing-room, she asked again 
for Mrs. Ennerly. Mrs. Ennerly was quite well. 
Miss Schmaltz hoped and trusted, and at Exeter by 
this time. 

"At Exeter?" cried Miss Clara. 

"Yes, at Exeter, as. I have the honour to tell you. 
Mrs. Ennerly got a letter yesterday, begging her to 
go at once to Exeter for the christening of her friend 
Lady Amelia's grandchild, which is fixed for to- 
morrow. It was settled some time ago, as yon may 
recollect. Miss Clara, that Mrs. Ennerly was to be 
godmother, when the little one came, and Sir 
Timothy Livingston, of Holly Park, godpapa. Some- 
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how or other, the ceremony is to take place sooner 
than had been first decided, and Mrs. Ennerly had 
to start this morning by the nine o'clock train ; and, 
as it couldn't be helped, she desired me to say 
that she hoped Miss Holywell would excuse her 
absence." 

" How long do you think my aunt will be away ? '* 
asked the niece. 

"Mrs. Ennerly was not sure how long — three or 
four days — ^perhaps it might be a week." 

" It is really provoking," murmured Miss Clara, 
really provoking." 

Miss Holywell's room is ready for her," said 
the housekeeper. ** Miss Holywell will be made as 
comfortable as I can make her ; though," added she, 
with pinched lips, "of course I understand that a 
young lady will have but a dull time of it with an 
old woman like me." 

Here was the sting again, the instinctive protest 
of a vulgar nature against the claims, felt, though 
unacknowledged, of a refined one. It went deep 
into poor Lavinia's heart, as her blanched cheeks 
and quivering lips testified. Nothing so entirely 
upsets inexperienced youth, as the marks of an hos- 
tility, that they cannot account for. Miss Clara 
observed all this, and made up her mind not to 
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leave her new acquaintance alone^ at the mercy of 
the jealous housekeeper. She accordmgly said^ — 

'^I have no doubt that you would make Misa 
Holywell very comfortable, and very happy. Miss 
Schmaltz, but it occurs to me that, since my amit 
is away, I might just as well take the opportmuty 
of doing now what must be done some day or other — 
I mean the introducing Miss Holywell to my sister. 
What do you say to going home with me. Miss 
HolyweU?" 

Lavinia had to put a strong curb on herself not 
to betray, in a manner offensive to her firesh enemy, 
the immense relief afforded her by this proposal of 
her new fiiend. Instead, therefore^ of giving way 
to a spontaneous outburst of joy, she expressed her 
thanks and willingness in what seemed to herself a 
very cool and commonplace way. 

** Don't thank me yet, for I have an interested 
motive in asking you to come to our Hermitage for 
a few days," resumed Miss Clara, smiling, " which, 
like a postscript to a letter, though last is not least 
The fact is, I have a quantity of needlework on 
hand, destined for the Crimea — a whole lot of flannel 
jackets to make, and I don't think you will reftise me 
your assistance." 

Lavinia did not look as if disposed to refuse any 
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aid Miss Clara might require, and so it was settled 
that the joung ladies should start immediately to 
catch the two o'clock train for Wareham, which 
would enable them to reach Owlscombe, the name 
of Miss Clara's home, by four. At Miss Clara's 
desire. Miss Schmaltz ordered round Mrs. Ennerly's 
pony-chaise, hoped to see Miss Clara soon again at 
Ivy Lodge, and wished Miss Holywell, in a rather 
prim manner, a pleasant visit. 

Miss Schmaltz was not really an ill-natured 
woman — the personnel of the household over which 
she ruled, and even most of the poor cottagers in the 
village, would have given her quite a different 
character. She was simply jealous and imperious^ 
and might have well adopted as her motto the 
famous parcere subjectis et debeUare superbos. Had 
Lavinia been a common-looking girl, arriving at Ivy 
Lodge alone, ten to one but that Miss Schmaltz 
would have patronized and be&iended her; being, 
on the contrary, beautiful and unconsciously distin- 
guished looking, and, to boot, already known to, and 
a favourite with, Mrs. Ennerly's niece, the new com- 
panion was endowed with all the requisites to be a 
successful rival, and must, therefore, be crushed. 
Delenda Carthago. We begin to tremble for the 
poor girl's situation at Ivy Lodge. 
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The return to Wareham, and the drive to Owls- 
combe did not take altogether more than an hour 
and a half. Tliis time was not lost by our travellers 
in improving their acquaintance with one another^ 
They had a good deal of talk upon different subjects^ 
and unconsciously drew each other out^ and to their 
mutual satisfaction. Though treated and addressed 
by Miss Clara on a footing of perfect equality, 
Lavinia never departed for a moment from that 
modest reserve of manner, which suited one in her 
inferior position. 

Owlscombe was just what Lavinia, judging by 
Miss Clara, had fancied her home was likely to be ; 
a modem, unpretending building, with nothing showy, 
or even picturesque about it, but with a look of 
homely simplicity, for those who could appreciate it, 
better felt than described. Miss Clara led Lavinia 
to a small room on the second floor, saying, — 

" I give you twelve minutes, just time enough to 
get ready for dinner, and not to take cold. A fire 
shall be made while we are at dinner. I'll send you 
your trunk directly.** 
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CHAPTER VII. 

OWLSCOMBE AND ITS INMATES. 

Lavinia was received by the master and mistress 
of Owlscombe^ as if she had been an old acquaintance. 
She saw at once that family union reigned supreme 
in the house^ and that she need have no fears that 
Mr. or Mrs. Aveling should consider that her new 
firiend had taken any liberty in bringing her thither, 
an unexpected guest Mrs. Aveling was fairer, 
taller, and some years older than Clara, but in 
features and expression, the sisters were the living 
portrait of each other. Mr. Aveling was tall, 
swarthy, and gentlemanlike, with a profusion of 
iron-grey hair tossed back, and falling in weepinig- 
willow fashion on both sides of his temples. His 
forehead was high and broad, but furrowed ; his 
countenance fine and intellectual, but wanting in 
softness. Such, at least, was Lavinia's first impression. 
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an impression confirmed by his vehement manner of 
speaking. 

The topic of conversation was, naturally enough, 
the hardships of the troops then besieging Sebastopol. 
Mr. and Mrs. Aveling had evidently also read the 
correspondence from the Crimea, which had so 
affected Miss Clara during the morning's journey. 
The women, like true women as they were, had 
no eyes nor feelings but for the £act, the heart- 
rending fact, that thousands of their fellow-creatures 
were suffering and perishing miserably far from 
their homes. To take their share of these sufferings, 
ad it were, by a vivid representation of all their 
dire variety, and to devise methods how best to 
alleviate those which could be helped, and prevent 
their recurrence for the fiitnre — such was the circle 
out of which the sisters never for one moment 
strayed. 

Mr. Aveling, on the contrary, true to the com- 
bative ingredient in his sterner sex, was less full 
of pity for the terrible suffering, than roused to 
wrath by what he believed to be the cause of it; 
and this cause, according to his judgment, was tl^ 
utter want of forethought, nay, the gross ne^bct, of 
those he termed the red-tapists. If there be any 
truth in the adage of the tingling of can when 
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we are bdng eyil spoken of^ how must these 
gendemen's ears have tingled at the loud denuncia- 
tions of carelessness^ incapacity, &c., which irate 
Mr. Ayding hurled at their heads. Above all, he 
would hear of no allowances being made. 

**No one," he cried, ^'has any right to make 
allowances where the lives of our soldiers are at 
stake; the life of the youngest of our drummers 
in the Crimea is more precious to the country 
than that of a dozen such hirelings at home, who, 
by their guilty negligence, leave our fine fellows 
to rot and starve amid mud and rain. I say it is 
a shame, a crying shame, and that they ought to 
be hanged for it," and with a portentous jerk of 
the head, Mr. Aveling sent his long hair flying 
about his &oe. 

"How fiercely you talk this evening, George," 
said Miss Clara. 

"Do I — now really ?" and he gazed round him 
with much the look of one just emerging from under 
water. 

"Yes, indeed, you are very fierce; and Miss 
Holywell, who does not yet understand your ways, 
will take you for a regular fire-eater, if you go on 
in such a strain.* 

Well, then, as I don't wish to give mysdf out 
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for anything but what I am — a peaceable member 
of society," said Mr. Aveling, with a queer mixture 
of contrition and comicality, '^ the sooner I leave off, 
and beg Miss Holywell's pardon, the better. The 
truth is, that I have a strong and a weak point, 
Miss Hol3rwell ; my strong point is to hate all that 
is bad with the whole intensity of my reverence 
for all that is good; my weak one, to express my 
detestation of what is bad intemperately, without 
measure, in a sort of mad bull way, offensive alike 
to reason and good taste«" 

** It is only natural that those who feel strongly,*' 
said Lavinia, rather puzzled, but wishing to say 
something conciliator}", '^should express strongly 
what they feeL" 

" But not violently, not rashly, not uncharitably," 
urged Mr. Aveling, warmly. 

** Now, George, you go too far against yourself," 
protested Miss Clara. 

'^I cannot bear to hear you blackening yourself 
so unwarrantably," said Mrs. Aveling. " Don't 
believe him. Miss Hol3rwelL" 

" Just listen to them. Miss Holywell," cried Mr. 
Aveling; *^ they will swear next that I am a lamb." 

** So you really are," cried both sisters together. 

** You be my witness. Miss Holywell," said Mr. 
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AveKng, half cross, half pleased. **Here is a man 
who passes a sweeping condemnation on a number 
of his fellow-creatures, on no other foundation than 
the allegations of a newspaper — a man who gets into, 
a passion and talks of hanging — and that man is 
not rash, oh, no ! — ^not uncharitable, oh, no 1 — not 
imjust, oh, no 1 " 

**Not a word more, pray — to please me," entreated 
Mrs. Aveling. 

" So be it, to please you, Eleanor, and you too, 
Clara. Miss Holywell has heard enough to draw 
her own conclusions without further comments of 
mine." 

Lavinia truly had heard enough to be aware by 
this time that Mr. Aveling was a simple-minded, 
warm-hearted fellow, with just such a proportion 
of impulse in his nature as to keep constantly alive 
his sense of justice and moral responsibility. And 
as she gazed on his now smooth brow and smiling 
face, she inwardly called herself stupid and blind for 
having fancied she discovered in either a want of 
softness. She was anxious to atone for this inner 
hasty judgment, and succeeded pretty well in in- 
gratiating herself with him. The task was not diflS- 
cult, for Mr. Aveling had all the simplicity and the 
laisser alter of a big boy. Even physically, there 

VOL. III. 48 



114 LAVINIA. 

were glimpses of youth in his ejes^ and in the tones 
of his voice^ more suited to a lad of twenty than to 
a man past forty. 

On adjourning to the Ubrary, which was the 
general sitting-room^ the ladies took their seats round 
a table^ and set to work immediately on the flannel 
jackets for the Crimea, of which there were three 
bulky heaps lying already cut out upon three chairs. 
Mr. Aveling took up a review, and occasionally 
read snatches aloud from it. After a Uttle, he put 
down the book, and began pacing up and down the 
room in a fit of musing. Now and then, as he passed 
the table, at which the ladies were busy, he would 
stop and gaze at his wife and sister with infinite 
complacency, sometimes play them some childlike 
trick, such as stealing the thimble of the one, or 
hiding the scissors of the other, pretending the while 
with the utmost gravity to know nothing of the 
missing articles, but sure to end by betraying him- 
self with a laugh. 

There was, of course, no lack of *^For shame, 
Gteorge." " Did you ever see such a harum scarum. 
Miss HolyweD ?" even of bodily struggles to recover 
by force thimble or scissors, out of which conquered 
and conquerors came equally well pleased. At last 
the harum scarum grew composed, sat down at a 
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small table on one side of the chimney^ and began 
writing. The scratching of the pen on the paper, 
the hissing of the thread, and the ticking of the 
French clock on the mantelpiece, were the only- 
sounds audible in the room. 

**A11 is so still," said Mr. Aveling, after some 
time ; ** I wish the little birds were chirping, it might 
help me to my simile." 

The birds are too busy to chirp," said Miss Clara. 
What simile are you hunting for?" 

" A simile for the Coliseum ; the image ought to 
be grand." 

^^ Difficult to find one both grand and true, except 
on the spot itself," observed Miss Clara. " You must 
go to Rome, George." 

^* So we will, by Jove," cried Mr. Aveling, with 
enthusiasm, tapping on his writing-desk. ^^It is 
monstrous that a poet — one, at least, who writes and 
publishes poems — should know nothing of the Eternal 
City, save by hearsay. But I cannot wait for my 
simile till I go to Rome." 

** I have been there," joined in Lavinia, timidly, 
*^ and seen the Coliseum." 

"What a piece of good luck I" cried George^ 
delighted. ''Did you see it by moonhght. Miss 
Holywell ? I hope so." 

48—2 
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"Yes," said Lavinia, "as every one makes a 
point of doing since the days of Byron." 

"And what was the impression you received?" 

"I will give you that of one whose ideas are 
better worth repeating than mine," said Lavinia, 
with a little sigh, as she recalled that evening. " A 
young Roman painter, who was of our party, likened 
the Coliseum, looked at sidewise, remember — and 
the image struck me by its justness — to the carcase 
of a gigantic ship, stranded ^ 

" Stranded on the shore of Timers ocean," con- 
cluded Mr. Aveling, with a flourish of his right hand. 
** That's it : simple, grand and true. I am much in- 
debted to you, Miss Holywell." 

** I am afraid you will have little rest now. Miss 
Holywell," observed Mrs. Aveling, laughing, "for 
I must tell you that tlie scene of the poem my hus- 
band is writing is precisely in Rome. I tremble at 
the thought of the demands that are in store for you." 

** And not without cause, and not without cause," 
affirmed tlie poet, witli mock gravity. 

Lavinia expressed, of course, her willingness and 
readiness to give all the help in her power, and on 
went tlie pen and on went the needles, this time 
not without a brisk accompaniment from the tongues 
of the needlewomen. Lavinia's kind hostesses were 
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full of curiosity about Rome and the Pope and the 
events of the siege in 1849, on all of which topics, 
especially the last, Lavinia possessed and could give, 
thanks to her friend Domenichino, authentic and 
entertaining information. Miss Clara wanted par- 
ticularly to know all about the persons who had 
volunteered as nurses, and from whom, as stated in 
the newspapers at the time, the sick and wounded 
during the siege had met with such unremitting 
care. Were they chiefly ladies or women of the 
people? Lavinia stated what was the fact, that 
all ranks and stations of life had united in this work 
of charity. She remembered a young and handsome 
princess having been pointed out to her, who had 
been one of the foremost assistants in and out of 
the hospitals; and she had herself known a most 
interesting girl, only a poor worker in cameos — ^but 
what a rich heart she had — ^who had also been one 
of the pious sisterhood. The enthusiasm with which 
these nurses were spoken of by all who had seen 
them at their task, concluded Lavinia, was a voucher 
for the devotedness and efficiency with which it was 
done. 

** It seems," said Miss Clara, with gentle gravity, 
"as if suffering, both in oneself and others, is 
an indispensable stimulant to noble exertions here 
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below — absolutely necessary to develop in hainan 
nature what it has of divine. Troubled times are 
always the richest in heroism. Only think what 
incalculable amount of power of self-sacrifice would 
lie dormant and waste^ but for such occasions of 
being called into action^ as^ for instance^ that direst 
of all calamities, war." 

''Who speaks of war?" said a dolefiil voice 
jfrom the writing-table ; '* I am sadly at war with 
myself at this minute. Doubts rush upon me like 
the Balaklava charge of cavalry.*' 

'* We'll bring up an auxiliary force/' said Miss 
Clara ; '' I'll ring for tea." 

" I want help and not tea, you unfeeling jester. 
I am in a bog, Nelly." 

Nelly rose and bent, supple, graceful and loving, 
over her husband's desk. One of her arms lay 
coiled round his neck, and supported her delicate 
frame, her long ringlets fell in golden streams over 
his shoulders and face, and he, while explaining his 
difficulty, caressed the flowing curls, twisting them 
round the fingers of his left hand, the only one he 
had free — for his right arm encircled his wife's waist 
in a chaste embrace. 

*' I hope you will give us some music. Miss Holy- 
wellj'' said Miss Clara, while this little conjugal 
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scene was going on ; ** I am sure you sing and play 
well." 

*^ I ought to do so," replied Lavinia, ^^ conaider- 
ing the time I have wasted on singing and play- 
ing.' 

" Wasted ! " repeated Miss Clara ; " that is a very 
severe word to use upon what seems to me one of 
the most elevating and beneficial influences in this 
world." 

" I quite agree with you," said Lavinia, " in your 
high estimate of music, yet I cannot but regret 
having made it the chief occupation of my life. 
There are so many other things that one ought 
to learn ; and then music in amateurs is generally a 
temptation to vanity and display." 

" Sometimes, perhaps, but not necessarily," re- 
turned Miss Clara, kindly ; ** and in a family circle it 
may be a great source of good as well as pleasure. 
George is very fond of music ; and whenever some^ 
thing goes wrong — I do not mean at home, thank 
God — ^we have the blessing of being all of one mind 
in the house ; but whenever some injustice, or some 
sad occurrence, such as that which ruffled him before 
dinner, puts his soul, as he expresses it, out of tune 
'-inusic charms away his irritation, and — — " 

An intimation that she was wanted at the writing- 
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desk, interrupted Miss Clara's confidences for the 
nonce. 

" A fidl cabinet council ! — some mighty question 
to solve," said she, laughing; "you must excuse 
me for a minute. Miss Holywell," and she joined her 
sister, and listened gravely to the matter in dispute. 
Her answer came quick and decided — she spoke 
loud enough for Lavinia to hear — she said, — 

" Yes, a woman actuated by love would do it" 
(whatever it was, that Mr. Aveling doubted), *^ and 
remain true to her nature." Upon this, the council 
broke up, and the sisters resumed their seats at the 
work-table. 

*^ Can you keep a secret. Miss Holywell ? " asked 
Mr. Aveling. 

"I hope I can — really, I don't know," returned 
Lavinia, taken by surprise. 

*^ I am determined to run the risk of your reserva- 
tion," said he, " and take you into my confidence. 
Here it is — I am a humbug." 

" Oh, sir ! oh, George ! " protested three voices 
at once. 

"I knew there would be a unanimous outcry 
against me; unvarnished truth always is repulsed, 
but — amicus Plato, amicus Cicero, sed magis arnica 
Veritas — I will give you my reasons for what I 
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state^ Miss Holywell, for it is to you I appeal as 
to an impartial judge. The verses which I send 
forth into the world under my name, and of which 
I get the credit, are none of mine." 

" How can you tell such fibs, George ? " 

" What stuff and nonsense are you " 

" Attend to me. Miss Holywell, if you please,'' 
went on Mr. Aveling, overpowering both his oppo- 
nents by his sonorous voice. "The verses which 
the reviewers criticize as mine, or praise as mine, 
belong by right of authorship to the two blessed 
women who are sewing by your side," 

This declaration met a stout, almost angry denial, 
from the sisters. 

" I protest to heaven and earth. Miss Holywell, 
that not one deep feeling or striking thought, not 
one felicitous image or expression, ever dropped 
from my pen, whose filiation I cannot easily trace 
to some feeling, thought, image, or expression of 
theirs; that not one of those gentle personations, 
which have given some little fame to my name, 
but is their work, their creation, the very essence 
of their souls crystallized. In short, they are at 
once the poet and the poem, and I but the ama- 
nuensis. Now that I have made a clean breast of 
it, I feel more comfortable." 
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" The best refiitation of George's libel against 
himself/' said Miss Clara^ addressing Lavinia^ "is 
this very poetic efinsion — ^not his best performance^ 
though — in which he has just indulged as to 
Eleanor and to me. Who but an inborn poet — ^" 
she underlined the word by the emphasis she laid 
on it — " could discover and colour as he did a flimsy 
paradox ? " 

" Specious, but unsteady at the base," parenthe- 
sized George. 

"Miss Holjrwell," said Mrs. Aveling, "George 
published his first poem when he was seventeen: 
I don't think we knew each other at the time." 

" Rather incorrect as to chronology," observed 
Mr. Aveling, quietly. " Evelina, if I remember, the - 
heroine of my first production, was no other than 
Mrs. Aveling." 

" A heroine of ten years old," retorted Mrs. 
Aveling. 

" What matters the age ? I can answer for it 
that I was just as much over head and ears in love 

with you at seventeen as I am at fort ^ 

Be quiet, George ; how dare you 1 " 
Miss Holywell, I appeal to you again; is it 
improper in a husband to say that he is in love '* 

He could not say, or rather he chose not to say, 
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** in love with his wife," for the little hand, which, 
hy this time was pretending to close his mouth, 
was more of a virtual than a formal impediment 
to utterance. He shut his eyes instead, crossed 
his hands over his breast, and otherwise intimated 
his helpless condition under overwhelming force. 
The entrance of a maid-servant with the tea-things 
put a stop to proceedings which, however little 
dignified they may look on paper, had a charm of 
their own in action, and were suggestive of much 
to the credit of human nature. 

All work of every kind was put aside, and the 
party drew round the tea-table. The sisters made 
use of their leisure to retaliate on the poet; they 
recalled with merciless circumstantiality every one 
of his literary triumphs, from the letter of encourage- 
ment he had received when quite a lad, from the 
laureate of that day, down to the furore of tears 
created by his last poem. 

*' Fears were entertained of an inundation," said 
Mr. Aveling, gravely, *^ and boats were at a pre* 
mium." 

**And bad jesters at a discount," retorted Miss 
Clara. " I must warn you. Miss Holywell, that my 
brother professes the superbest disdain for the melting 
mood." 
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"But at the same time," added Mrs. Aveling, 
" indulges in it with sufficient zest.** 

** Oh, Nelly 1 On rCest trahi que par les siens^^ 
exclaimed the husband. 

" Listen to me. Miss Holywell," said Miss Clara, 
in her turn ; " listen to an illustration of his mascu- 
line fortitude. He took it into his head, while 
writing his last poem, that. the heroine, a perfect 
darling, should die." 

**0h, Clara 1 and you alsol" deprecated Mr. 
Aveling. 

^*We entreated, we implored her grace, all in 
vain," continued the implacable narrator. ^* It was an 
absolute necessity that she should die, he affirmed. 
Authors are among the worst of tyrants, they 
destroy the flower of their flock; though justice 
compels me to own, that being determined to kill 
her, George did so in some of the most magnificent 
verses that ever welled up hot from his heart. 
Well, he came and read them to us, as is his wont — 
I ought rather to say that he attempted to read them^ 
for, at the middle of the second stanza, he began 
to blubber dreadfully ; this gentleman, who does not 
look very like a baby, sobbed like one, I assure 
you." 

I plead guilty, but with extenuating circum- 
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stances," said Mr. Avelmg. ** Of all my creations, 
Bianca was my favourite " 

*^ There I " cried his wife, with a little shout of 
triumph, " he is caught. I appeal to all present, has 
he not confessed to being the cl'eator of all his 
heroes and heroines ? " 

** You take advantage of a mere form of speech, 
used to avoid circimilocution," explained Mr. 
Aveling. "What I meant to say was this, that of 
all the personages, of which you were the sun, and 
I only the photographic machine " 

"No, no, that won't do — ^too late for recanta- 
tion." 

"Well, Bianca was the one I loved best. She 
had become for me a thing of flesh and blood ; it was 
not without a long and hard struggle that I made up 
my mind to sacrifice her. No wonder if, at the 
moment of striking the fatal blow, my hand trembled 
a little." 

" No equivocation," cried both ladies. " Trembled, 
indeed 1 you wept like a foimtain." 

" I don't deny it, I was completely upset, there 
never were tears more pleasant than those I shed. 
Through them I had the revelation that my Galatea 
had the breath of life in her ; through them I could 
say to myself, Anch^ io son pittore.^^ 
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^^ Now^ I am satisfied/' said Miss Clara. ^' Spoken 
like a man and a true poet." 

Mrs. Aveling said nothing, but looked the proudest 
of wives. 

*^Now for the end of my story," resumed Miss 
Clara. " When he was disabled, Eleanor took up 
the MS., read three lines, and broke down shame- 
fully. It was now my turn. I screwed up my 
courage, steadied my voice, got through a line and 
a half, and joined in the wail. Jane came in with 
the tea-tray at that critical moment, and found us 
all dissolved in tears. She stood aghast at the sight, 
desperately inclined to scream and run away, as 
she confessed afterwards. The ludicrousness of the 
situation struck us so forcibly, that we all three 
burst into a Homeric fit of laughter, which, however, 
only half reassured Jane as to nothing dreadfiil 
having happened. We wasted a good deal of time 
and ingenuity in trying to explain to her the cause 
of the emotion she had witnessed, but we succeeded 
very ill in making the case clear to our country 
maiden; and to this day she looks with suspicion 
on George's manuscripts, which, to use her own 
phrase, can play such tricks with master and 
mistress." 

Amid such pleasant talk the evening wore on. 
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Lavinia, when again pressed, went to the piano 
and sang, to the delight of her audience, some 
popular Italian songs she had learned at Rome. 
At ten the family party broke up, and Miss Clara 
accompanied her guest to her room, to make sure 
that everything there was comfortable ; and all being 
as it ought to be, she wished Lavinia good night 
and pleasant dreams. If dreams are 1:^ut the reflex 
of the impressions received during tlie day, it was 
difficult indeed under that hospitable roof to have 
any other than pleasant dreams. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

A NEW LINK CLINCHED BY AN OLD NAME. 

Miss Clara did not appear at breakfast next morn- 
ing, nor did she for several days running join the 
family circle till near dinner-time. Lavinia was 
consequently thrown on the hands of Mrs. Aveling, 
and was no loser by it. Miss Clara herself could 
not have done the honours of Owlscombe with greater 
cordiality and friendliness. No corner of the house 
or grounds was left unexplored ; the conservatory, 
the aviary, the Aldemey cows, the Cochin China 
fowls came in each and all in their turn for a share 
of notice and admiration. Lavinia's attention was 
specially claimed for a particular plot of ground 
in the garden, at which Mr. Aveling used to work 
every morning, as if for his dsdly bread ; and to 
a little summer-house, of which he made his study 
in the hot season. Mrs. Aveling also pointed out, 
not without a little look of pride, two full grown 
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fir-trees, which overshadowed the summer-house, 
and which she and her husband had planted with 
their own hands, and christened with each other's 
name, on the daj of their marriage, now more than 
fifteen years ago. 

*^ What a nice idea I " said Lavinia ; " they have 
grown ihe very image of their namesakes ; so straight, 
so vigorous. It must do your heart good to look 
at them." 

'^ Tes, indeed ; though at times it saddens me to 
think,'* said Mrs. Aveling, with a sigh, ** that they 
will pass into strange hands when we are gone. After 
all," she added, waving her head as if to throw 
off some annoying burden, '^it is worse than foolish 
to indulge in regrets for what one has not, when 
one has so much— oh I so much as I have." 

Lavinia needed no clearer hint to show her the 
nature of the regret, which had wrung a sigh from • 
her cheerftd hostess. Passing lovely and sweet as 
was the picture of the interior it had been her 
good fortune to have a peep of, she had missed in 
it a feature which would have given it completeness ; 
a group of rosy cherubs gambolling on the hearth- 
rug, and filling the air with their infantine voices. 
Yes; even Mrs. Aveling was no exception to the 
rule, that there is on earth no absolute felicity ; 
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«Fea flhfi^ tbe prondML and luippiefli of wivn and 
asten, bad a wish unfiilfilled, an amhhiaii, iim mtmt 
Iff^timate of ambitioiKV imwiti AH . 

Let not the reader^, hovevez^ imag^ thai tUa 
longing proved the bane of her life; not aialli tfasBB 
waa sweet enongh in bar cnp to diown thift drop of 
galL. Such paaaing donds o£ mdancholys aaL the 
thought might evoka now and tfaen^ weie kat in 
the sunshine of love in which she walked. The 
Soman conqnecoca. of old w€ra not the wocae for 
being reminded in their daj of triunq)!]^ that tfaay 
were but mortahL Pechapa^ without this lonaiik- 
braocer of the disappointmenta to whidi all fleaiL ia 
heir, Mrs. Ayeling's flow of gentle aympathiea £ar 
the unfortunate would have run less abundant and 
active. Certain it is, that this trial, if such, ifewai^ 
had rather tightened than otherwise the bonda of 
affection and reverence^ which, bound the two suffiuaua 
fi:om it ; for the consciousness in each of a wiah unr 
gratified in the other^ acted, on both as an ever fioeah 
stimulant to that endless interchange of littla tendes- 
nesses and endearments, which said, in theic awn 
pecjoliar language, ^'Enow that L have natUag to 
wish fon" 

With such, and other little confidences, Mrs; 
Aveliag enlivened the long mornings^ when thej 
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aak, needle in hand, in the cosy oak parlour at Owls- 
ecanbe. What other subjects could she broach, but 
those of which she was full — ^her husband and her 
sister? They were all the world to her. Clara was 
aa angel, Mrs. Aveling averred. She had refused 
emy proposal of marriage in order to stay wiA her 
brother and sister, and do good* Doing good was 
Clara's passion. Her life was an uninterrupted 
succession of errands of charily. No needy or 
afflicted ones, within a circuit of ten miles, but she 
carried comfort and assistance to. The sick were 
pre-eminently her &yourites» Just at this time she 
waff the centre and soul of a movement throughout 
the county, &r collecting funds and clothes for our 
soldiers in the Crimea. It was this which kept her 
so nuich firom home. Clara neglected herself fiir 
tbe sake of others. She was &r from strong. No 
doubt Miss Holywell had remarked the mob cap 
she always wore. She had been advised to wear it 
as a preventive against the severe headaches^ firom 
which she suffered so constantly* And yet she was 
never satisfied ihat she did enough, and yearned far 
a. wider fidd of usefiilness and self-immolation. An? 
other and a deeper sigh at this place seemed to point 
t» some special cause of imeasiness, which was left 
a mystery for Lavinia. 
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Mrs. Aveling looked upon her hasband as the 
beau iddal of a hero and a genins. She worshipped 
his very shadow. Young, handsome, gifted beyond 
all men, the very essence of all goodness, as he had 
appeared to her girlish vision, when he came, a 
printed author already at seventeen, to spend the 
holidays at Owlscombe with her father, so he stood 
in the eyes of the wife woman now, after the lapse 
of nine and twenty years, and the same he would 
remain for ever. Had there ever been a friend like 
George? If she and her sister had a roof over 
their heads, were they not indebted for it to George? 
After the death of her fether, Mr. Aveling, then 
only beginning his career as a barrister, had spent 
five of the best years of his youth, had devoted all 
his energies, and his little fortune as well, to save 
such wrecks of theirs as could be saved. Thank 
God, he had succeeded — ^not till this happy issue 
had been secured, had they married. How sweet to 
owe everything to him one loves I 

These, and similar disclosures, were not made, of 
course, in the compressed and uninterrupted form 
in which they are here given, much less given in one 
day ; they oozed out in intermittent streamlets under 
the pressure of scarcely appreciable agencies. One 
of these was unmistakeably Mr. Aveling's visits to 
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the ladies' sitting-room. His presence left a glow 
after it, which was favourable to confidence. Truly, 
he had always something affectionate to say or do. 
It seemed as if he could receive no agreeable im- 
pression without enhancing it by sharing it with his 
Nelly. Now it was a fresh bud which had opened 
on some favourite plant she had placed in his study, 
and which she was requested to admire ; now a piece 
of news in a newspaper, or a striking passage in a 
book which he knew would interest her. 

When he came in with no such apparent mes- 
sage, which was pretty often the case, he was 
always saluted with the question, « Do you want 
me, George?" 

This afforded an inexhaustible ftmd of merriment, 
for then he would wonder at the self-conceit of some 
better halves, who thought they were for ever 
wanted, and pretend that he had come to see that 
Miss Holywell was not being canvassed against 
him behind his back. At other times he would 
answer, — 

*^ Well, suppose I wanted to have a peep at youn^ 
sweet face, where is the harm ?" 

** The harm is in the saying so," would say his wife, 
and, " Oh, the hypocrite 1 " be the laughing retort 
" Do you hear her. Miss Holywell ? I put it to you. 
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Jb it 80 very shocking in a husband to say In wished 
to look at "" 

Probably Mrs. AToHng here Tose with such a 
threatening aspect^ that the gentleman w»s &m to 
take to his heels, concluding in his flight the ob- 
noxious phrase, to the increased wrath of the offended 
party, who would run ufter him, and disappear in 
the chase. 

On the fifth morning of Lavinia's stay at Owls- 
combe, Miss Clara breakibsted for -tiie first time with 
the rest of the family. The day was clear and fine, 
the ground dry and frosty. 

^ Just the day and the ground for a good walk,*^ 
observed Miss Clara. " Will you go out with me, 
MissHolyweU?" 

Lavmia answered in the affirmative, and away 
went the two young ladies. They walked <m in 
silence for some time. Miss Clara looked grave. 

^l hope you are not suffering from one of your 
bad headaches," said Lavinia. 

" Oh, no I I am pretty well, thank you," replied 
Mbs Clara, '^ only vexed and puzzled." 

"But nothing seriously wrong, I hope?" asked 
Lavinia, with interest. 

**lfo; only disagreeable; and I am sorry to say 
it concerns you, Miss Holywell." 
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'Lavmia started. 

'^I have beard "from Mis. Thmerly,^ contintRd 
Mifls -CSara. At the mention ef that name lisyinia^ 
fcce lei^thffined. ** There is hd cause for dann^" has* 
tened 1x> add Miss Chura^ '^ yon are among iriends^yoa 
knafw/whcwill take core of yoia, "whatever happens.** 

*^ TbBBL Mrs. Enneify Tefiases — to— ^receive me,** 
Mtered liavinia. 

*'5fot exactly flo; "but she dgeds'toTour being in 
monniing — ^you know, I ra&er apprehended as mnch 
frwm i;he first — not that I believe such an 'o'bjection 
WjOcM liave iwrdghi^ a straw, had "she seen ytm. As 
it is, I -perceive with pain 'that my aunt has received 

an -impression Yon see what a poor hand I am 

s(t diplomacy,* wound up HDss Clara, with a littite 
endborrassed laugh. '^ The shoil; and ihe long dlHie 
matter »,* sTie continued, resolutely, ^Ihat my a.mrt 
hints at a -msh to annul the engagement she entered 
iitto witib you, to amml it in a way, you understand, 
honourable and agreeaUe to bo& parties, if possible ; 
but, rather than give oflFence to anybody, she wooM 
alnde 'by Iter agreement pm:«ly and amply.*' 

After a moment's refledtion, Liavinia "said ^timidiy, 
"I could not take advantage of Mrs. Emierly^ 
considerate scmptes, to force myself, as it were, 
into her house cimtrary to her wiiih.*' 
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** Surely not, if it were not next to a certainly that 
that wish would be altered the moment she saw yon," 
said Miss Clara. ^'It is qnite on other grounds I 
feel disposed to influence you to accept of the 
overtures Mrs. Ennerly makes towards the cancel- 
ling of your engagement. Listen to me, Miss Holy- 
well. I have not the leajst doubt but that my 
aunt, did I advise her to do so, would receive you 
immediately and kindly, and also come to like you in 
a very short time. I have as little doubt, but that 
any hostile influence, if such there were, which you 
might meet in her establishment, would be eventually 
conquered by your gentleness arid candour. My 
doubt and fear is as to your happiness. I do not 
believe that, with your tastes and habits, such as I 
judge them to be, you could easily acconmiodate your- 
self to those of Mrs. Ennerly. For instance, she is 
in a constant whirl of company and entertains a 
great deal. During the Weymouth season, her 
house is the gayest of the gay. Now, would that 
suit you?** 

" Oh I no,'* was the hurried answer, ** I have had 
quite enough of gaieties ; I literally thirst after retire- 
ment and obscurity.'* 

^^I guessed as much," said Miss Clara; ^'I am 
glad I have consulted with you on the subject. You 
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will oblige me by writing to Lady Willingford so as 
to exonerate my aunt as much as you can from 
blame." 

"I shall exonerate her entirely; and I will also 
write to Mrs. Ennerly herself," said Lavinia, " if you 
do not disapprove." 

" Yes, do, it will be very kind of you ; let us make 
a golden bridge for her to escape from reproaching 
herself too much. Of course, she owes you a hand- 
some compensation " 

** Will you think it presumptuous of me to say," 
interrupted Lavinia, **that I would rather have no 
compensation ? " 
Why not?" 

Because you have been so kind to me, all of you 
so very kind, that it would mortify me very much to 
accept of anything like money from one of your 
family." 

Miss Clara saw Lavinia struggling with her tears, 
and said, — 

" Well, well, I shall not press the matter further 
for the present ; and now let me see you look cheerftJ 
again. You need not be uneasy about the future," 
concluded Miss Clara; ^^ we shall not have any great 
difficulty in finding a situation suitable to your dis- 
position. In the meantime we shall detain you at 
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Owlscombe, as a most skilM JieedtewomaiL PeAaps, 
I may even Jiave to beg of yon^ prolong your stay 
at Owlscombe for an indefinite period — ^beg joutofiH 
my place while I am absent.^ 

^' Are you going away ?''ad{:eflljmma, in "paixdEol 
surprise. 

^ Yes, and fer some time; but I do not go imme- 
diately,'' replied Miss Oara, with a little reserYB of 
manner. Lavinia said nothing farther, and tbey 
walked on, both thoughtful and silent 

Lavinia was the first to speak. 

^^ Since yon are so good as to lake an inteiest 
in my fate," said she, ** I will venture to tell yon 
of a wish I have, which my engagement with 
Mrs. Ennerly being at an end, I may perhaps be able 
to realise. I am so ignorant of all practical things, 
diat I need advice and help. Can you tell me if fifty 
pounds would be sufficient to take me to the East?" 

*' To the East? " echoed Bfiss Clara, in the greatest 
wonder. "Do you really and positively Tuean that 
you wish to go to the East ? " 

"Yes; to serve as a nurse in one vr other of 
the hospitals there," said Lavinia. "**! have thonglit 
of little else ever since I liad the good fortune to 
meet you. I should be so happy, oh I so happy to 
do something for my fellow-creatures." 
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^'I can imderBtand and sTrnpathiase with your 
wish," Baid Miss Clara ; ^^ at &e luune time, do not 
take it ill, I beg of yon, if I counsel you to be on 
yDor gaaid against any precipitate and rash resolu- 
tion. Your vocation for such a service being of 
so £resh a date, had you not better test it a little 
nnti 

^Perhaps,'' said Xiavinia, medkly, ^though what 
you name my vocation dates much farAer back 
than you imagine. Months ago, had I known how 
to manage it, I would have gone and {served in 
the hospitals of London ; from the very day, indeed, 
cm which I learned what an amoant of misery there 
was in the world— I was ignorant of it once and 
so thoughtleBS — ^firom that day, not a very distant 
(me, after all, I have begged of God each morning 
and evening that I might not die wiihoat haying 
been of some Tise.* 

^Have you no &mily ties ? " asked Miss Clara. 

^ None, I am an orphan.** 

'^No one on whose judgment you ought ix> depend, 
whose sanction you ought to have? " 

**None, except Lady WilKngford, without whose 
oom»nt I would take no dedsive step."* 

**Wdl, then, if Lady Willingford cotiseait, and 
3 wifhin three weeks from this you are still of 
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the same mind^ your wish shall be gratified* At 
the end of January we will start for Scutari 
together.** 

"Together? you are going there?" cried Lavinia, 
at the acme of astonishment. 

" Yes ; when I spoke of being away from home 
for awhile, I alluded to my intended journey to the 
East; it has been a settled thing for more than a 
month past." 

"I understand now," said Lavinia, "what Mrs. 
Aveling meant the other day, when mentioning 
all the good you were accomplishing at home, 
she added that you yearned for a still wider sphere 
of usefrilness and self-sacrifice." 

"Mrs. Aveling looks upon my poor exertions 
in this neighbourhood, with the eyes of a partial 
sister, that is, she looks upon them through the 
magnifying glass of aflection. By-the-by, I must 
warn you, that to spare ourselves as much pain 
as we can, we have tacitly agreed at home to avoid 
all reference to the subject of my departure. It 
preys heavily enough on our minds as it is," added 
Miss Clara, with a sigL "We love each other 
so dearly I we are so happy together, that sometimes 
I am tempted to ask myself if I am justified in 
taking the course I am bent on; and yet I feel 
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impelled to it so strongly^ in so unconquerable a 



manner." 



The subject being one of too peculiar a nature 
for Lavinia to venture any remark upon, they both 
again fell into a silence, which was imbroken until 
they emerged from the intricacies of a small wood 
into a road which ran across some downs, and 
commanded a full view of the surrounding country. 
The prospect was rather dreary as long as the 
eye dwelt on the naked, slightly undulating spread 
of upland ; but to the south the hills sloped graceftilly 
down into little valleys, which lay, as it were, 
folded at their feet; smiling nooks, sprinkled with 
coppice, hedgerows, meadows, farms, country-houses, 
and hamlets. A little farther off, the steeples and 
church towers of the old town of Wareham, rising 
behind leafless trees, cut sharply against the sky. 
A broad expanse of sea extended beyond to the 
horizon. 

'^This is a favourite spot of mine," observed 
Miss Clara ; ** I hope you admire my Dorsetshu'e." 

** Indeed I do," said Lavinia, *' lovely as it is 
even now in its austere winter deshabille, how 
charming it must be when decked in its summer 
mantle of green!" and as she was surveying the 
numerous country-houses, which dotted the landscape 
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£Eur and near^ her gaze was arrested by on& in tlie 
foreground, which reminded her, she said, o£ an 
Italian villa, less owing to its noble proportions and 
Tafit portico, than to the two stately cjrpreaaes. standing 
in front of it, a picturesque &atiire very common, in 
Italy near any dwelling of note. The closed windows 
and other signs of neglect clearly pointed out that the 
mansion waa empty ; and Lavinia wondered how 
such a lovely place Aould be uninhabited. 

^^Foor Cypress Hall!" said Miss Clar% with 
a sigh; «it has been fcmkeafor nine years. Lb 
owner lives abroad." 

While Miss Clara was speaking, a misgiving 
arose in Lavinia's mind, that Cypress Hall was 
fraught with painftd associations for her friend, 
and she therefore dropped the subject. 

On their return to Owlscombe, the first thing 
Lavinia did was to write to Mrs. Ennerly and 
Lady Willingford, as she had promised to do,, and 
to ^ow both letters to Miss Clara before despatch- 
ing them. It will be as well to state at once> that 
she received satisfactory replies by return of post; 
Mrs. Ennerly enclosing a cheque for twenty pounds^ 
which Lavinia was persuaded to accept; and thus 
this mighty negotiation ended to the contentment of 
all parties. 
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After this^ Layinia became Miss Clara'a insepac- 
abk companion in her emmda of cliarify^. and a 
Yeory docile and dever aid she proved in the act 
of tending and relieving the aick.. Like all chad- 
table ladies Uving in the (wontry, Miaa Clara had 
a consideiable smattering of medicine, and into all 
thai she knew herself^ she. initiated her pi^iU who 
soon became as great a proficient in prescribing na 
her instructreas. 

Never had Layinia been e» hasj and so happy. 
Her shyness and sense of social inferiority had gradu- 
ally worn away under the warmth of cordiality she 
m^ firam. her hosts*. They treated her as though 
she were one of the fiunily^ and ahe soon &It like 
one* And thus, days and weeks rolled away^ qtdck 
and full in their sweet uniformity* Here is a little 
incident^ however^ which we harm obvious reasoos 
far recosdingr 

One evening,, some chance abaervation of Lavinia's 
iMxmgbt the siege of Rcune again on the tapis^ and 
among other facts she waa relating^ she said that 
eDB of the atianchest defenders of the Etemsd City in 
1849 had been an. English gentLeman of Ihe name 
q£ Thornton. Thisi mention., was^ immediatdy fol- 
lowed by one of those awkward silenees, which are 
aft painful to all present^ and more especially to tibe 
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person who is their unwilling cause. The sudden 
hush was the more striking from the conyersation 
having been more than usually animated* Miss 
Clara was the first to recover herself, but no efforts 
of hers sufficed to dispel the chill which had so 
suddenly fallen on the whole party. It was a relief 
when bed-time came, and they separated for the 
night. 

Miss Clara, however, went with Lavinia into the 
latter's room, saying,— 

^a have something to explain, and to apologize 
for." 

Apologize for?" repeated Lavinia, in surprise. 
Yes, for sitting like a dumb goose, instead of 
having presence of mind enough to prevent your 
being distressed by such a mysterious change of 
manner in my brother and sister. To explain it, 
you must know that the name you pronounced this 
evening, has not been heard by the walls of Owls- 
combe for years, and is one, I must add, unwelcome 
to everybody here but me." 

^^How unlucky that I should just hit upon that 
particular one ! " exclaimed Lavinia. 

" How could you know ? " said Miss Clara, adding 
hurriedly, and with a good deal of agitation. "A 
gentleman of the name of Thornton was once our 
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neighbour and friend, in fact he owned that Cypress 
Hall which you admired so much the other day. In 
an ill-omened moment a misunderstanding arose 
between him and my family; mark, it was my 
fault — yes, my fault — and he went away, and has 
never been heard of since. Appearances were against 
him, and in their blind tenderness for me, George 
and Nelly threw the whole blame on him. I, who 
knew better, was in duty bound to take his defence ; 
and this diflference of opinion led to some little dis- 
comfort at home, to avoid which, by a mutual tacit 
agreement, all mention of the subject, even of the 
name connected with it, was dropped." 

** I am so sorry — so very sorry," exclaimed La- 
vinia, "to have been the unconscious occasion or 
this revival of bitter associations in your mind." 

*^ Not so bitter as you think ; there is also some 
sweet. If there is any good in me, I owe it chiefly 
to having been thrown back on myself — to the re- 
coil of the event alluded to. It was from the throbs 
of a noble heart that I had wounded, that a timely 
warning was conveyed to me. B^t no more of 
myself; tell me about this Thornton you met at 
Kome — was he tall and very good-looking ? " 

"Yes; and I should think about fifty," added 
Lavinia. 

VOL. in. 50 



146 JjAYTSOA. 

^Oh^ no; then be must be another person* 
Mr. Thornton of Cypress Hall cannot be more^ let 
me see^ than seren-and-thirty at mosf 

'^The one I knew is certainly much older ihan 
that; though^ now that I think of i^ perhaps it 
was his almost white hair and beard which made 
him appear so. By the by^ my Mr. Thornton's 
Christian name is Mortimer." 

'' Then it is he," said Miss Clara. '' Only to think 
of his hair being white I and when he was twenty- 
eight he did. not look his age." 

^ Nearly white," again repeated Lavinia. ^^ He most 
have suffered cruelly ; indeed, I know he has, for be 
told me so himself — not while I was at Rome, I 
could not endure him then. He was so grave and 
reai^onable, took everything so in earnest, and I was 
so unreasonable, so giddy. It was not till the day of 
trial came that I found out his worth : ah ! he is one 
of the noblest and kindest of men. Without him, I do 
believe, I should have gone mad* And yet he was 
sorely tried himself at the time, and through my 
thoughtlessness. Shall I tell you how it was ? Oh, 
yes, if you will allow me — if only that you may 
know how much I owe to him, and how much I have 
to atone for." 

And, Miss Clara readily accepting this offer of 
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confidence^ the repentant Lavinia related her poig- 
nant recollections of her last stay in Paris, beginning 
at the nntoward circumstances that had attoided the 
arrival of the yonng Roman painter there, describing 
the fatal ball at the Hdtel de Yille, the distraction^ 
and subsequent disaj^earanoe of Paolo, down to 
Mn. Jones's sudden illness, winding up her narrative 
with a violent fit of crying. 

Miss Oiara evinced the keenest interest in the sad 
tale, and was not chary of words of comfort to the 
afflicted girl. 

*^Yon. have been m<»*e tmfortmiate than guilty,** 
said she. ''Cruel as it is to be in any way an 
instrument of suffering to oihers, ihere is consolatioa 
in the consciousness of not having meant it, at 
least" 

"Ah! but the injury done remains no less an 
injury," said Lavinia. 

'' Alas I too true,'' said Miss Clara, with the deep 
feefing of one who speaks from painful personal 
expmence. ''All we can do is to try and make 
atonement. Tou have never heaid more, then, of 
i}us Italian gentleman ?^ 

^ Never ; nor had Mr. Thornton, tip to the date 
of his last letter to me, which is as far back as May* 
Since then all my letters to Uni have remained 

60—2 
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unanswered ; and when I try to imagine the reason 
of this silence^ I grow fr^htened.** 

'* Let us hope for the hest," said Miss Clara. " As 
we pass through Paris, you will have an opportunity 
of inquiring about Mr. Thornton at the place from 
which he dated his last letter to you ; and probably 
you will be able to obtain some clue to his present 
whereabouts. If so — and something tells me it will 
be so — ^he will give you tidings, either by letter or by 
word of mouth, as to his Roman friend, which may 
set your mind at rest. The ways of Providence are 
inscrutable, my dear Miss Holywell. Who would 
have believed that through you, an utter stranger to 
me a few weeks ago, I should receive, after a blank 
of nine years, such cheering news of the dear friend 
of my youth ? Cheering in this sense, I mean, that 
whatever alterations his trials may have brought 
in the flesh, his soul remains unchanged, that he is 
the same upright, noble, and tender specimen of 
mankind I knew him to be, and that I have per- 
sisted in reverencing to this hour. He had faults^ 
certainly — ^who has not ? He was morbidly sensitive, 
exacting, exclusive in everything; but the richness 
of his heart made up for all his faults. He had 
experienced much early injustice and harshness. 
His stepmother hated him, his guardian deceived 
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him^ and to recover what was his own he had to 
fight a hard battle for years. What wonder if a 
man so circumstanced should have had his temper 
soured^ and looked less at the sunny than at the 
shady side of human nature I" 

Thus, led on by invisible threads, the two kindly 
souls drew closer and closer together, and the seeds 
that pity and sympathy had sown, by a fresh com- 
munity of interests and feelings, grew up fast and 
vigorous into a blessed flower of sisterly friendship. 
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CHAPTER IX, 

THE DISCX)VBBT IN PARIS. 

The departure of Miss Clara and Lavinia was fixed 

for the 25th of January. They were two of a large 
batch of accepted nurses — all female England would 
have gone en masses if allowed — ^who were to start 
from Marseilles on the 3rd of February, by the 
steamship Veciis, weather permitting. The general 
rendezvous was to be at the English embassy in 
Paris, on the 31st of January at latest Having 
some particular business of their own to transact 
in Paris, viz., to make inquiries about Mr. Thornton, 
our two young ladies had naturally determined to 
give themselves a few days in advance, in order 
not to be straitened for time. 

We must not forget to say, before proceeding 
further, that Lavinia had written beforehand to 
Lady Willingford, and had not only received her 
ladyship's consent to her intended journey, and her 



THE DISGOTXBT IN PARIS. 151 

sanctioii to applj her gift of fifiy pounds to it« but 
another sum of equal value, accompanied bj praises, 
and blessings innumerable. Lady Augusta's half- 
a-dozen sheets of the largest note paper were scarcely 
legible — ^not so much on account of the very small, 
close writing, and ctonbgs and reciosaings, as of 
certain patches here and there as if it had rained 
upon the paper. 

Their last week at Owlscombe was a great trial 
to every one there. It was a pitifol and a tonching 
sight to watch the looks of assumed unconscionsness 
and cheerfulness with which each of the sisters 
practised upon the other a pious deceit, which de- 
ceived no on& Never had Miss Clara gone her 
rounds o£ charity more regularly, never had she 
been more inde&tigable in her attentions to the 
conservatory, the poultry yard, the dairy, and the 
aviary; never showed a keener interest in the calf 
that was expected, or the bud of the rare camellia, 
which was about to open, as if such were to be 
for ever her engrossing occupations. Never had 
Mrs. Aveling been more lively and more sugges- 
tive of improvements in this or that department of 
the little household, or Mr. Aveling more talkative 
and qportive, or more assiduous in his devotion to 
his poem, which, nevertheless, somehow or other. 
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did not progress very rapidly. But there were now 
and then sadden silences^ sudden exits^ and as sudden 
returns with red eyes, which no one perceived, of 
course. 

Let us draw a veil over the scene of parting. It 
was cruel^ as all partings are ; more cruel than most 
If the path of duty were strewn with roses, where 
would be the merit of walking on it? The dear 
sister did not go alone, there was comfort in this ; 
she had by her side a dear and loving friend^ one 
who would stand by her, and take care of her if — 
oh, may God avert it 1 — ^any evil were to l>e£Edl her. 
Affection is always fall of fearful anticipations. 
Nothing untoward happened, however, as far as the 
journey to Paris was concerned, where our two 
travellers were safely housed by ten in the evening 
of the morrow. 

Though from the H6tel de Hollande in the Rue 
de la Paix, where they had rooms, to the house 
in the Rue Neuve des Augustins, from whence 
Mr. Thornton had dated his last letter, the distance 
was scarcely more than two himdred paces, they 
drove thither in a coach, in which Miss Clara might 
wait for the result of Lavinia's inquiries. Lavinia 
was shown into a parlour, where two respectable- 
looking women were sitting, one of whom came 
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up to the young lady and begged to know in what 
way she could be of use to Mademoiselle. Lavinia, 
with many apologies for her intrusion, stated as 
briefly as she could the object of her call. On 
hearing which, the other, a good-natured, middle- 
aged, buxom woman, who had not yet spoken, came 
forward, saying,— 

** You must be Miss Jones, who lived last year 
on the Boulevard des Capucines." 

" Yes, and you, I am sure, are Madame rran9oise, 
whom Mr. Thornton mentioned so often as the very 
best of landladies." 

** Just so," answered Madame Fran9oise, curtsey- 
ing; **ihe proverb is right which says, that only 
mountains do not meet. As to the being kind to 
Mr. Thornton, there was little merit in that. I 
never met a gentleman so easily satisfied, or so 
considerate and good-natured — pity he was so queer; 
all the English are so, I know ; but he, particularly 
the last time he came to Paris — ^well to be sure 
I always expected he would end so." 

'* End how ? " asked Lavinia, in mortal fear. 

** Is it possible that you do not know ? Mr. Thorn- 
ton is " The end of Madame Fran9oise's phrase 

was in dumb show ; she lifted her right hand to the 
level of her forehead, and gave it a rotatory movement. 



154 LAYINUu 

^ Not — ont o£ hia sensea?" cried lAYinia, looking 
aghast 

''No doubt of it^'' returned Madame Fran^oiae^ 
with a rery sonoroas ^ Alaa I** and she would have 
immediatel J entered on a full history of the circum- 
stances preceding^ accompanjing, and following the 
sad catastrophe^ had not Lavinia, with many apolo- 
gies^ stopped her, saying to the one who appeared 
the mistress of the house, — 

'' Win you allow me, madam, to go and fetch a 
friend of mine, who is waiting down-stairs in a 
coach, and who, as an old acquaintance of Mr. Thorn- 
ton, is equally anxious to hear about him ?" 

As may be supposed, this request was easily 
granted, and Layinia, running down the stairs, in 
her agitation hurriedly revealed the whole extent 
of the sad intelligence at once, which so overpowered 
Miss Clara, that Lavinia was for putting off any 
further disclosures. But Miss Clara, r^aining her 
self-command by a strenuous effort of will, would 
hear of no delay. 

'' You understand that time is. precious," she said; 
'' perhaps we may yet be of some use to hinu" And 
a minute after, the two fiiends were seated in the 
Frenchwoman's little parlour, listening, pale and 
mute as two marble statues, to the distressing tale. 
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''That 9e'cber Monsieur Thornton should gtve 
himself out to be a murderer^* wound up the loqua- 
cious matron^ ^^he who would not have willingly 
hurt a fly — that is what passes my comprehension. 
To know what a heart he had^ one ought to have 
aeai him as I have done> taking care of that young 
£nend of his — ^more like a mother than a father^ so 
anxious always : ' Won't you take a crust of bread 
and a glass of wine, Paul, or a bouillon^ or a cup of 
tea : suppose we take a driye, it will do you good ;' — 
always something to pleasure Mr. Paul. And how 
often, in the night as well as the day^ did he go to 
li^en at the young gentleman's door. And no 
wcmder, for poor Mr. Paul was an object of pity^ 
if ever there was one, as white, and haggard, and 
distracted looking as if he had come out of his grave. 
Oh dear I I am sure 1 for one don't wonder at his 
being lost — not I, indeed." 

This was^ perhaps, the twentieth time that Paolo's 
name had been mentioned, and each time a question 
had been trembling on Lavinia's lips, which the 
terror of the answer it might elicit had frozen on 
thenu Guessing at the cause of her friend's silence. 
Miss Clara at last ventured on the perilous query, — '• 

'* Was Mr. Paul ever heard of again ?" 
Oh, yes, thank God, he turned up in Ihe course 
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of time/* answered Madame Fraii9oise. (Lavinia 
joined her hands^ and raised her eyes— oh I what a 
look that was !) ^^ A young man of Evrenx, that 
I know very well, called Courant,*' continued 
Madame Fran9oise, ^'who studied law in Paris^ 
met him in the month of July or August, some- 
where in the Quartier Latin. Mr. Paul was just 
raUymg from a serious illness, and was very feeble 
and melancholy, poor as a rat, and longing to be 
back in his own country. When Mr. Courant saw 
him last, he was busy about getting a passport I 
hope he got it, and is long ago safe at home. He 
was an excellent youth, not like our young men — 
no balls, no cafes^ no — ^never mind what. That 
Courant, who, by the way, is one of the scapegraces, 
though a good boy at the bottom, used to quiz him 
mightily, and call him sentimentalist. Better he 
had been more of a sentimentalist himself — Mr. Con- 
rant, I mean — and then he would not be ill at Evreux 
as he is, and at daggers drawn with his tmcle, who 
swears he wiU disinherit him.'' 

As soon as Madame Fran9oise stopped for breath, 
the visitors rose to take leave, whereupon both 
Mr. Thornton's ex-landlady and her friend poured 
forth a perfect torrent of oflFers of service, begging 
the English ladies to call again, Madame Fran- 
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9oise taking care to explain that her time was her 
own tiU the middle of March, she being on a visit 
to the mistress of the maison meuhUe. 

Furnished with the address of Dr. Temel, the 
director of the sanitary establishment where Thorn- 
ton was, Lavinia, by Miss Clara's desire, directed the 
coachman to drive thither at once. Little was 
spoken during the long drive. One is not told of 
the safety of the long lost, nor of his illness^ his 
goodness, his sadness; one does not go to meet a 
dear and esteemed Mend, unheard of for nine years, 
at a lunatic asylum, without a revival of feelings too 
deep and tumultuous for utterance. A sympathizing 
pressure of the hand by which they held each other, 
was a mute language thoroughly understood by the 
two friends. 

Dr. TemeFs maison de santi stood at the western 
extremity of Paris, on the outskirts of the Champ 
de Mars. We use the past tense purposely, for 
it is a thing of the past. Even that tranquil and 
out-of-the-way comer, with its shady walks and 
centenary cedars of Lebanon, has been engulfed and 
swept away by the successive encroachments of the 
pickaxe, which have so completely transformed the 
face of !]?aris within the last few years. High 
wooden boards painted green, entirely lined the 
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iron railings of the gate of Hie estabHshmeDt, tfans 
securing the interior against any indiscreet ^anoe 
of the passers-bj. A porter's lodge on the right 
hand, a snng little chalet on the left, and in trant, 
bejrond a trimlj kept lawn, an elegant villa over* 
shadowed by trees — snch was the agreeable "prospect 
which met you when admitted within the premises. 
Lest the appellation of villa should seem ont of 
character, it may be as well to explain that the 
dwelling had been intended for the smnmer residence 
of the governor of the Invalides, and had served 
as such at no distant date. The extensive groonds 
attached to it stretched firom the Rne St. Dommiqne, 
in which was the principal entrance, to the Rne 
de riTniversit^, not far firom the banks of the 
Seine. Our two visitors crossed the court, as 
directed, and entered that of the two lesser side 
doors, which was on the right. A servant met 
them in the passage, and immediately introduced 
them into the study of the doctor. 

Dr. Temel was a little spare gentleman about 
fifty, in the neatest professional costume, and whitest 
of cravats and fiilled shirts. There was nothing 
remarkable either in the details or the ensemble of 
his person, save a mouth ftdl of finesse, and a genanal 
expression of good nature. Perhaps, despite the 
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coorteouB frankness of his manner, a keener observer 
than our English ladies conld be at the moment, 
might have noticed in his looks^ and in the whole 
carriage of his person, sameihing collected and 
guarded^ something like an armed neutrality^ the 
result most Ukely of a long experience of the often 
dangerous customers with whom he consorted^ and 
of more than one narrow escape. A ten seconds' 
inspection of the two fsar &ce8^ howevear — just the 
time to rise and offer seats — brought with it a 
general disarming both of body and mind, and 
there was nothing in the clear grey eye^ as it fell 
upon the visitors — absolutely nothing but a plain 
interrogative point 

Miss Clara, who Was quite unprepared with any 
form of speech to make dear the object of her visit, 
felt awkward at this tacit summons, and said at 
higphayaird, — 

** We are English, sir ^ (an acquiescent nod 

and a half-smile from the doctor, intimated that 
she might have dispensed with this preliminary)^ 
" I mean, that we are the countrywomen of an English 
gentleman^ who^ we learned only this morning, is 
one of your patients, and ^ 

^'And as such," said the doctor, coming to her 
help, ^ take a natural interest in your compatriot I 
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have several Englisli patients. Fraj^ what is the 
name of this gentleman ? '' 

On hearing that it was Thornton, a glow of 
pleasure lighted up Dr. Temel's face. 

" May I inquire without indiscretion if Mr. Thorn- 
ton is related to you ? " 

'^No, not exactly; he is a friend, only an old 
family friend/' said Miss Clara. 

"It is not mere curiosity makes me put that 
question to you. In Mr. Thornton's case it is most 
important for me to ascertain whether the malady 
under which he at present suffers is hereditary 
or not." 

"I cannot speak positively; but to the best of 
my belief, it is not," was the answer. "I never 
heard him make any, the very least allusion to 
anything of the kind. His father, and indeed his 
grandfather, I am certain, were of perfectly sane 
mind to the last day of their lives." 

This is good news," said Mr. Temel, pondering. 

Did this Mr. Thornton ever, to your knowledge, 
show any signs of particular eccentricity— anything 
that attracted general attention ? " 

"Never that I heard of. He was perhaps at all 
times — somewhat different to other men — more 
earnest, more thorough - going ; always slightly 
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melancholy, even subject to fits of depression, 
but never, never the least unreasonable. I speak 
of nine years ago." 

" I beg your pardon for appearing so inquisitive ; 
do not answer me if you have any objection to do 
so; but am I to understand that you lost sight of 
Mr. Thornton entirely for nine years ? " 

"Yes, sir." 

Dr. Temel had another fit of musing, then- looking 
Miss Clara fully in the face, said, — 

" I suppose, then, you are not acquainted with the 
sad circumstances under which Mr. Thornton's 
present derangement broke out. He had been for 
some time labouring under great despondency, con- 
sequent on the mysterious disappearance of a young 
man, to whom he was greatly attached. It had 
become his habit to visit the Morgue, with a vague 
terror of some discovery of this youth's untoward 
fate, and it was the accidental sight there of the 
corpse of a girl, who had drowned herself, that 
brought on a fit of madness, and, in fact, he attempted 
suicide. From that moment, his former constant 
preoccupation of mind about his lost friend, which 
was the root of his morbid disposition, vanished 
entirely, and its place was taken by a new one, 
the links of which with reality, if any such exist, it 
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has been out of my power, or that- of any of his 
acquaintances with whom I have oommnnicated, to dis- 
cover. This shifting of fixed ideas is a not imcommon 
phenomenon in mental maladies. Mr. Thornton's 
present monomania consists in this, that he identifies 
the drowned girl he saw at the Morgae with a 
person, real or imaginary, whom he has, or fancies 
he has, wronged ; this it was which led him to try 
and destroy himself, and this is why he accuses him- 
self of being her murderer* He sees, argues with, 
and entreats for pardon this person, whom he calls 
Clara." Here the doctor made a iull stop. *^In 
every other respect, Mr. Thornton speaks and acts as 
a man of sound mind; but his interest in every 
thing which is not his delusion, is extremely languid 
and fiigitive." 

By the time Dr. Temel had finished speakrug, he 
knew what it mattered him to know. Miss Clara's 
feelings, struggled against in vain during the doctor^s 
explanation, had fully confirmed a suspicion, which 
had crossed his mind the moment she had mentioned 
Thornton's name. No doubt, he had found the lever 
he had for the last eight months been seeking. 

^* Can you hold out any hope of Mr. Thornton's 
recovery ? " asked Miss Clara, after a silence of some 
minutes. 
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" Certainly I can. I seldom despair of any of my 
patients^ least of all of those like this one. I have 
witnessed such wonderful cures. I could almost 
answer for it if" — (every syllable of the next phrase 
came out in an earnest staccato) — ** if the person he 
mourns over as dead, were a woman of flesh and 
blood, and would help me in the task" 

The scarlet flush that rose to Miss Clara's face, 
told the doctor plainly enough that his appeal had 
found an echo in the right quarter. Determined, 
therefore, to pursue his advantage, and strike the iron 
while it was hot, he continued, this time, however, 
addressing himself more particularly to Lavinia,- 

" A task well worthy of a woman, nay, such as only 
the boundless devotedness of a woman's heart can 
accomplish. And then think of the result," added 
the doctor, his features bright with enthusiasm; 
**to call up harmony from chaos, to rescue a noble 
mind from the worst of bondages, to new create a 
man, as it were, in God's image. Really, it is a 
task almost divine." 

"You speak of it with the feeling of one who 
has seen and brought about such effects," said 
Lavinia, with sympathizing warMth. 

** Thank God, I may say I have," said the doctor, 
with elation ; ^^ but, alas I " he added, with a sudden 
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change to grave sadness, '^ for a few successes how 
many failures — oh I hofv many." 

** Doctor," exclaimed Miss Clara, ** will you allow 
me to call again to-morrow? " 

Certainly ; with the greatest pleasure." 
I have another request to make. Could I — ^I 
think it would be best so — see the gentleman, myself 
unseen?" 

"Oh, yes," urged Lavinia; "pray, if you can, 
let us have a sight of our friend." 

"That can be easily managed, if he should be 
in his garden, as is probably the case," replied the 
doctor ; then turning to Lavinia, he asked, " Is 
there any reason why you should wish not to be 
seen by him?" 

"None at all," said Lavinia; "I should be too 
glad to shake hands with him." 

"Very well; however, it will be wiser that I 
should mention your visit to him beforehand. What 
name shall I say ? " 

** Lavinia Jones," answered the young lady, " one 
whom he knew both in Rome and Paris." 

The ladies drew down their veils as they were 
desired to do, and, under the guidance of the doctor, 
issued through a back door into the park attached 
to the establishment. As they advanced, every now 
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and then their attention was attracted by some lonely 
figure flitting among the trees, or gravely pacing 
up and down the well kept gravel walks. 'One of 
these, a tall man, closely followed by two others^ 
hurried up from a distance towards the doctor, who 
whispered to his companions, — 

"This patient is going to speak to me; do not 
be afraid, he is quite harmless, and, besides, his 
two servants are at his heels." 

A tall, handsome young gentleman with a flowing 
beard bore down upon the doctor, as if he meant 
to run over him, but stopping suddenly, cried in 
an excited manner, — 

" How long are you going to keep me in a mad- 
house ? " 

** Until you remember to behave like a gentle- 
man,** said the doctor, stepping briskly forward, a 
pace or two nearer to the speaker. ** Gentlemen 
and reasonable persons, Mr. Marcel, show themselves 
to be such by treating with due respect the head 
of this establishment and the ladies whom they see 
in his company." 

Mr. Marcel's eye quailed under the keen glance 
of the doctor, and he almost instantly turned his 
back, but presently wheeled about again, and said, 
with much composure, — 
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" The ladies^ at all events, shall have the benefit 
of this meeting; here are some of the finest eme- 
ralds which ever graced the crown of an emperor. 
I am making a necklace of them for Queen Victoria. 
Here is one for yon, madam, and one for yon," 
and as he presented a pebble to each of the ladies, 
he muttered, in a low voice, ** Beware I yon are 
in a madhouse," and hastened away. 

^^That is one of my saddest cases," sighed the 
doctor, ^^a most gifted young man, an only son, 
the pride and delight of talented, wealthy, fond 
parents ; and scarcely any hope left, for his malady 
is hereditary. He lives in that little cottage on our 
right, and Mr. Thornton in that with the green 
jalousies and the small walled garden in firont He 
seldom comes into the park, he prefers solitude. 
I will go in first," said the doctor, as they reached 
the gate of Thornton's residence, ^^and should I 
think the moment jEetvourable, I will send a servant 
to conduct you to a good post for observation, and 
then I will come myself to fetch Miss Jones, when 
I have prepared the gentleman for her visit." 

The two ladies were shortly joined by a man- 
servant, who led them up to a room onthe first fioor, 
and having drawn the muslin curtain of a window 
which looked into the garden, left them there. 
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Thornton was sitting on a bench by the side of 
a big hole he had been digging m the earth. A 
fspade and shovel lay at his feet. A shade of nn- 
apeakable sadness clonded his gentle features^ as 
he sat pensively resting his chin on his right hand^ 
and looking into the hole. Nothing in the outward 
man announced the disorder of the inner one; on 
the contrary, everything about him, his beard and 
hair, now entirely white, his loose dressing-gown, 
his linen, were all clean and properly attended to. 

''You see what I am doing," he said, in answer 
to ike doctor's inquiries, "I am acting the grave- 
digger." 

''Indulging in your morbid fancy, you mean," 
observed Dr. Temdi. " Graves are dug to receive 
corpses. I see none here." 

Thornton shook his head, and answered nothing. 

"Mr. Thornton, I say," cried the doctor aloud, 

where is the corpse ? " 

It was here when you came — ^lo ! there it is," 
and Thornton pointed to a comer in the little en- 
closure. The doctor went to the spot indicated^ 
and, sawing the air with his arms in every direc- 
tion, kept saying,— 

" There is nothing here, don't you perceive that 
there is nothing ; how could I toss my arms about 
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as freely as you see me doings if there were any 
obstacle in the way?" 

"No one saw the spectre of Banquo^ save he 
who was to see it — the murderer," groaned Thornton. 

" A spectre ! " exclaimed the doctor; ** but that is 
unsubstantial — how can you expect to bury that 
which has no substance ? " 

Thornton smiled, and hung down his head without 
answering. 

"Oh I Mr Thornton," resumed Doctor Temel, 
passionately, " how can you, a gentleman, a scholar, 
and, above all, a Christian, allow yourself to be made 
the sport of such idle dreams ? " 

" Dreams 1" repeated Thornton. "Let me tell 
you that there are more things in heaven and 
earth. Dr. Temel, than you dream of in your 
philosophy. There! nowl don't you see her?" 
and the monomaniac started up, clasping his hands 
imploringly, his eye fixed in the direction of a 
tree. 

*' Come, then, let us follow and force an explanation 
from her," said the doctor, laying hold of Thorn- 
ton's arm. 

" No, no, no ! " cried the Englishman, in an agony 
of terror, and grasping at the bench he had been 
sitting on. 
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After a pause. Dr. Temel said, — 

** There is a lady here who wishes to see you. 
Are you listening to me, Mr. Thornton? A 
countrywoman of yours, a friend of yours, is 
come to pay you a visit — Miss Lavinia Jones. 

Not a muscle of Thornton's face moved. 

"Do you not remember Miss Lavinia Jones, a 
tall, handsome young lady, whom you knew at Rome 
and also here in Paris ? " 

" I may possibly have met her," said Thornton. 

** Allow me to tell you that it is not very amiable 
of you to receive the news of a fiiend's visit so 
coolly." 

*^What matters who comes or who does not 
come— now?" returned Thornton, with great de- 
jection. 

" Shall I tell her to come to you ? " 

*' As you like," was the reply. 

The doctor went for Lavinia. 

" How glad I am to see you again, Mr. Thornton," 
faltered the young lady, with assumed glee, as she 
came in; "my good and excellent friend, do you 
not remember me in the Palazzo Morlacchi at Rome, 
and in the Boulevard des Capucines, here in 

Paris?" 

The cloud rolled from the cast-down countenance. 
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which cleared for a second^ bat in a twinkling 
the deep shadow overspread it again^ the lustrous 
eyes wandered from the beautiM face down to the 
black dress^ and there remained riveted. 

"It is well and right that you should wear 
mourning for her," he said, slowly ; " aU the world 
ought to wear it; there is not left a creature like 
her.'' 

" I am in mourning for my dear aunt, Mr. Thorn- 
ton — ^poor Mrs. Jones, who was so kind to me ; you 
must remember her — she is gone from this world," 
and Lavinia's eyes filled with tears. 

** Don't cry, don't cry, poor thing," he said, com- 
passionately ; "it is worse than useless. AH the 
tears in the world could not make another Clara; 
but what we can do for her, is to give her Christian 
burial," and he took up his spade. 

"I have been staying in Dorsetshire, and seen 
your house. Cypress Hall — what a delightftil place 
it is. You will go back there some day, Mr. Thorn- 
ton, won't you, to live," but he paid no heed to her. 
Lavinia persisted in her efforts to gain his attention. 
"And Signer Paolo is found, and safe in Rome; 
blessed news that, is it not ? " 

" No news to me," replied Thornton, with a start 
at the mention of the name. "I knew he would 
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reappear one time or another to bear witness against 
me." 

** Against you? Ohl Mr. Thornton, he would 
stand by you against all the world, and love you, and 
comfort you, as he did at Rome." 

** Pshaw ! everything is changed now; he is sworn 
to tell the truth, and tell it he will — ^he said 
so himself to me here. But now, excuse me, I 
must go on with my work, or I shall be behind my 
time." 

A glance from the doctor warned Lavinia that the 
interview had lasted long enough. 

**Well, then, good-bye, my dear, dear friend," 
said Lavinia, scarcely able to restrain her tears, 
and stretching out her hand; Thornton withheld 
his. 

** Will you not shake hands with an old friend ? " 

^* Better not," he said ; " no good can come of 
touching my hand ; the smell of blood is on it still. 
You recollect that line, * All the perfumes of Arabia 
will not sweeten it ; ' very true, too true," and he 
recommenced his digging. 

Miss Clara had not lost a syllable nor a look of 
what had been passing in the little garden. 

Not a word was exchanged between the three, as 
the ladies, pale and mute as shadows by the doctor's 
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side^ were recondacted through the park back to the 
entrance gate. 

*^ A demain^ said the doctor^ as he handed Miss 
Clara mto the carriage. 

^^ A demain^ she answered, and the long and 
warm shake of the hand which accompanied the 
words, gave them a significancy, which a man of 
Dr. Temel's penetration could not mistake. 
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CHAPTER X, 

THE RESULT OF THE DISCOVERY. 

The result was — all that the reader foresees. Start- 
ling events are not our province ; on the contrary, 
nothing gladdens our heart like the seeing what is 
to follow, anticipated from what has preceded. Let 
Miss Clara tell her own story : — 

'^ Deabest Eleanor, deabest George, 

*^ What should we have said to any one, who, 
when I parted from you only a week since, had 
ventured to predict that my journey to the East 
would end in Paris ! I see from hence Nelly's look 
of amazement at this piece of news, answered by an 
ominous shake of George's mane; not altogether 
unwelcome the announcement, I fancv. Now or 
never is it a case for quoting, * Man proposes, God 
disposes.' Yes, I hope and believe that I am not 
indulging in a superstitious feeling, when I allow 
myself to trace the finger of God in the course of 
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events which have led to this issue. The way in 
which it has been brought about does seem mar- 
vellous when I recall its several steps. Had I not 
delayed my going to Scutari for two months in 
deference to your wishes — ^had I not during that 
interval met Miss HoIjweU on her way to my aunt 
— ^had it not so happened that my aimt was from 
home^ Miss Schmaltz unusually cross^ and Miss Holy- 
well in so sore a puzzle what to do with herself^ that 
she enlisted my sympathies in her behalf^ and that 

I carried her off to Owlscombe, why But it 

is reaUy cruel in me to be retracing at my leisure 
every link of a chain of events, while your curiosity 
is on the rack. To make my story clear, I must, 
however, go back a little. 

^' Miss Holywell, you must know, while at Rome, 
had become acquainted with Mr. Thornton, and 
circumstances followed which caused the acquaint- 
ance to become intimacy. The last time she had 
seen him was in Paris, some nine or ten months ago. 
He had promised to write to her, but as, after her 
return to England, she never received any letter, 
she had some misgivings, and one of the first things 
she did on her arrival here was to try and find out 
what had become of him. I cannot now enter into 
some details, principally because doing so would 
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involve the disclosure of other people's affairs — suffice 
it to say, that once informed of Lavinia's anxiety, 
I foUy shared in it 

"Our inquiries were successful, and we have 
found him — if a man can be said to be found whose 
better and nobler part is missing. Dear sister, dear 
brother, the gay beginning of my letter will not have 
prepared you, I am sure, to hear that we found 
him the inmate of a lunatic asylum. Oh, my dear 
ones, what a sight! I cannot tell you what a 
mingling of agony and tenderness swept through my 
heart, when I looked at the sad wreck of my former 
Mend. I used to think I knew what it was to feel 
for others. It was a mistake — ^no, never till that 
moment did I learn what active charity was like. 
Thank God, I am here; thank God, I can be of 
service ! At first I could scarcely identify him— his 
hair quite white, his noble figure bent like an old 
man's, yet nothing haggard in his countenance ; the 
same gentle and mild expression as of yore ; but 

so thin, so pale, so sad 1 My heart : no, I can't 

write what 1 felt. He was digging a grave — his 
habitual employment — a grave for a woman he had 
wronged and killed ; that is, for me, whom he fancies 
dead through his fault In this fancy lies the root 
of his madness. The misgiving of his past injustice 
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has been his crown of thorns for these nine years, 
a crown of thorns that has pierced to his very brain. 
Ohl my dearest brother and sister, what woman 
worthy of the name could stand the appeal conveyed 
by such a fact ? 

*^Need I, after this, plead his cause with you? 
I am sure I need not, I know that, as you read 
this, all leaven of resentment passes away from your 
hearts. But I owe it to him to say, that if he 
sinned against me-and he did wrong me-I was 
not myself exempt from blame. Indeed, I was not. 
The subject is disagreeable to you, but bear with 
me while I tell you now the whole truth; nor 
must you imagine that I am wilfully blackening 
myself, because I reftise to be thought better of 
than I deserve. You were not with me when the 
circumstances I allude to occurred. 

" I had gone on a visit to my aunt at Ivy Lodge, 
for the purpose of attending one of the Moreton 
assemblies. It was my first ball, and I was quite 
carried away by the gay scene, and the lovely music. 
What girl of nineteen but is fluttered on such an 
occasion. Among the company, more than usually 
numerous and briUiant, aunt singled out, and intro- 
duced to me in a very marked manner, a young 
officer. Aunt, I must say, had neither eyes, nor 
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ears, nor smiles for anyone but this gentleman, who 
was neither prepossessing in manner nor appearance ; 
but then he was the son of an earL His attentions 
to me became, during the evening, so pointed and 
assiduous as to attract general notice. Probably, 
he was not aware that I was an engaged girl, nor 
that my future husband was at the ball ; and I, with 
the stupid bashfiilness of my age, and country educa- 
tion, lacked both the courage and the tact that 
would have enabled me to check this young cox- 
comb of a lord. He laid regular siege to me, pre- 
vented any but himself from approaching me, in- 
sisted, in a way I knew not how to resist, that I 
should dance every dance with him — (Thornton, 
as you are aware, never danced) — and when I ex- 
pressed a wish to sit down, led me to a comer, 
and sitting down by me, cut me off from all com- 
munication with the rest of the company. Now, 
believe my confession, that, annoyed as I felt at 
this sort of persecution, still I was not insensible to 
the honour done me by the principal person in the 
room. 

" Thornton, and in this he was wrong, did nothing 
to help me out of my awkward predicament; on 
the contrary, kept aloof. I remarked this with pain, 
as well as the vexation his looks betrayed, but 
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soon forgot everything in the excitement of a new 
quadrille. I had a glimpse of Thornton at the door 
of the supper room^ as I was going in with mj 
lord. I did not see him again that night. He 
called at Ivy Lodge the next day but one ; he was 
cold and grave^ and I read reproach in his eyes. 
I receiyed him peevishly. Aunt's taunts about what 
she called his neglect of me at the ball^ had influenced 
me to believe that I had rather received than given 
offence. I need not remind you that aunt was 
anything but friendly to Mortimer. His measured 
remonstrances called forth ungracious answers. 
What had I done ? I had been civil to those who 
had been civil to me ; I had danced with those who 
had asked me. Where was the great harm ? Why 
had he not danced with me himself? I knew, he 
said that he never danced. That was no reason 
why I should not, was my repartee. For what did 
a girl go to a ball, but to dance ? Ah ! for what 
else indeed? echoed he significantly. 

" My lord came in at this instant He was full 
of the races, the dinner and the ball, which were 
to take place at Weymouth on the day after the 
morrow. His present visit was to make sure that 
we had received invitations. I assured him that 
we had our tickets, and should certainly be there. 
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Mortimer went away without another word. Next 
day brought me a short note from him : — 

*^ * Will you give up, for my sake, your Weymouth 
ball? The request may seem unreasonable, but you 
are so good and so indulgent to my whims, that I 
venture to make it' 

^ I made up my mind to comply with his wish, 
and showing aunt the note, told her I should not 
go to the balL Aunt was' incensed with the note 
and with me; the note was absurd, ridiculous, 
odious, my complying with it an impossibility, and 
she gave me plenty of reasons why it was so. The 
end of it was, that I wrote in answer, that much as 
I wished to humour even his whims, aunt declared 
that I could not do so in the present case, without 
infringing every rule of good breeding and of good 
society. The ball was given at the barracks, and 
as we approached the gate, I perceived Thornton 
standing there; he bowed low, but did not make 
the least attempt to accost us. I believe he was 
in the ball-room for some time, but I did not see 
him. 

** You know the rest The next evening I received 
a letter from him dated London — the letter in which 
he told me he released me from my engagement 
to him; that he did so, not in anger, but in the 
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sad conviction that^ being such as lie was^ lie should 
be unable to make me happy. Was the punishment 
disproportioned to the oflFence? Strangers might 
deem it so ; but I, who had had a twelvemonth to 
judge of his peculiarities, who had accepted him for 
better and for worse — oh ! no, I could not think it 
so. The scales fell from my eyes, and I at once 
measured to the full the extent of my fault, and 
the worth of the heart I had wounded. That letter 
marked a new era in my life, and I may say without 
exaggeration, that if there is any good in me, I owe 
it to the man who penned it. Thus far I have 
thought it my duty to unbury the past; and now 
let us consign to everlasting oblivion all that relates 
to that ill-omened transaction. 

*^The sanitary establishment of which Mortimer 
is an inmate is under the management of Dr. Temel, 
an eminent physician, and a most worthy man, who 
has a passion for his calling, and better still, infinite 
devotion to his patients. Our friend could not be 
in better hands. With what might well be taken for 
divination. Dr. Temel at once detected that I was 
the very person he had been longing for all these 
eight months. For you must understand this, that 
nothing but reality can dispel Thornton's morbid 
delusion; nothing but a Clara of flesh and blood 
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can obliterate and put to flight the shadowy Clara, 
which haunts him by day and by night. So, you see, 
that I am the only person in the world, who can 
effect a cure — if a cure is to be effected — and 
Dr. Ternd is sanguine of success. God grant 
that his anticipations may be realized! As mine 
is to be no small part in the pious task, in fact, 
the chief one, under the doctor's guidance and 
direction, I have, of course, no reserve with him 
on this matter ; while he, like the true-hearted and 
plain-spoken man that he is, is above all things 
anxious that I should not be the dupe of what he 
calls my generosity. Oofisequently, he has kept 
from me, not only none of the difficulties of the 
present, but also none of the responsibility of the 
future. ^For,' says the good doctor, 'even in case 
of success, don't imagine your task to be over. 
To confirm that success and render it definitive, 
your constant presence will be indispensable for a 
length of time; without that, a relapse would be 
inevitable. In a word, my dear lady, you must 
learn to consider yourself the guardian angel of 
this gentleman, and stick to his side as closely as 
his own shadow. Unfortunately, we live in a 
sceptical age, and even the part of a guardian angel, 
when enacted by a young and handsome lady, might 
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be liable to misconstrucdoiL' (The doctor is short- 
sighted^ which accounts for his calliDg an old maid 
of eight-and-twenty, young). * There is a way, how- 
ever, of getting over the difficulty. I beg your 
pardon for my seeming audacity, but my motive 
must be my justification. If you could take upon 
yourself to do now for Mr. Thornton, in the event 
of his recovery, what you promised and intended 
to do nine years ago, I could almost answer for 
there being no return of his present attack.' I 
answered, that if indeed my presence was of such 
vital consequence to Mr. Thornton, and he should 
ever express the slightest* wish that I should become 
his wife, I could and would consent. So do not 
be surprised, my dear George and Eleanor, if one 
of these days you are pounced upon by a jolly 
couple. Speaking in earnest, the situation of a wife- 
nurse to a man, whom of all men I respect, has 
nothing in it that repels me — quite the contrary. 
Ours would be a sort of joint-stock association, to 
do a little good in this world, and Thornton's ample 
means would go far to secure the prosperity of the 
association. 

"For the present, my only occupation is to go 
every day to the doctor's maison de sanU^ and hear 
progress reported, for the patient is now undergoing 



THE RESULT OP THE DISCO VEBY. 183 

a sort of preparatory training. All Dr. Temel's 
indefatigable ingenuity is brought to bear on a single 
point, that of impressing upon Thornton the notion 
of my existence. The doctor refers constantly to 
many particulars connected with our days of courts 
ship, and which I communicated for this purpose. 
The doctor represents me as full of life and a£Pection, 
quite bent upon finding Thornton. It is painfiil, 
yet at the same time curious, to hear their conversa- 
tion respecting me, for most of these discussions I 
overhear, according to the doctor's wish, in order 
that I may become familiarized with Thornton's 
aspect, ways, and habit of thought. A Madame 
Fran9oise, a kind old soul, with whom he lodged 
for some time, is the most use&l auxiliary in this 
part of the affair. In a littiie while, I shall have 
to write a letter to Thornton, and another to the. 
doctor, fixing on a certain day for my arrival, and 
on the effect of these letters the doctor greatly 
counts. A piano is to be put near the doctor's 
private room, and I am to play once &miliar airs, 
and sing the songs of the merry days, when we were 
young. Ah, me 1 and the doctor will manage to 
bring Mortimer somewhere within hearing. But 
neither letters nor music will be resorted to, until 
t*^ e present preparatory discipline has given some 
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favourable result. Then, should the plan so far 
succeed, I am to show myself; and I pray to God 
to give me C9urage, and to mspire my words, for 
much, if not all the cure, will depend on my presence 
of mind, and unwavering resolution. 

**But even should we fail in the first trial, we 
shall not despair. Dr. Temel has a second scheme 
in reserve — an en cos, as he calls it — which he thinks 
would be worth the trying. It will be to tate 
Thornton to England, to Cypress Hall. His native 
air and the sight of familiar objects may, so the 
doctor avers, produce a favourable crisis, when ill 
other measures have failed. In that case, a young 
physician, one of the most skilful of Dr. Temel's 
pupils, is to accompany us to England, and we are 
implicitly to obey his directions. Should things come 
. to this, then, my dearest brother and sister, we shall 
indeed require your kind assistance, .and I know we 
may depend on that. Let us, however, hope that 
there may be no necessity for any call upon you. 

" I enclose a note from Miss Holywell. She starts 
to-morrow morning for Marseilles in excellent com- 
pany. I cannot teU you how much I regret to part 
with one, who has proved to me a sincere and 
afiectionate friend. By a strange coincidence — 
providential might be a better word — she also has 
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had tidings of a person she was much interested 
in, and whose disappearance, under very suspicious 
circumstances, had been a source of wearing anxiety 
to her, and also to poor Thornton. This person 
was a young Italian artist, to whom Thornton had 
much attached himself at Rome ; and* from what 
Miss Holywell has said, I can understand that 
Thornton was also once of much use to her in 
trying circumstances, here in Paris — I mean before 
this illness of his. You see the man was bom to 
do good to everyone he had to do with. Miss 
Holjrwell always speaks of him as the best of men. 
Without him, she declares, she should have gone 
mad. 

^* Do not be uneasy about me, or my whereabouts. 
I am in capital health and spirits, and very com- 
fortable in this maison meuhUe* The landlady is 
quite respectable, and Madame Fran9oi8e is on a 
visit to her, and both of them take every possible 
care of me. You must not, therefore, "think there 
is any necessity for your coming over here on my 
account If I want you, believe that I will write 
to summon you. And now, good-bye, dearest brother 
and sister, and believe me, 

" Your ever aflFectionate, 

" Clara." 
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Among the several letters despatched that day 
by Lavinia^ was one addressed to Signor Paolo 
Mancini, Rome^ of which we shall hear at some 
fotare day. 
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CHAPTER XL 



AWAKENING. 



Paolo in the meantime had little joy of his halt 
in the mire. The longer his body stuck in the bog 
of sensualism^ the less his soul got acclimated to 
the foul atmosphere. A being organized to soar> 
cannot crawl without suffering &om the violence 
done to its nature. How could he^ who had dreamed 
all his life^ and for a short while had tasted of the 
ambrosia and nectar of requited love^ how could 
he be satisfied with the food of swine of which he 
was now partaking ? And yet^ loathsome as it was, 
he lacked the strength to turn from Circe's proffered 
cup. He who wonders at this inconsistency, knows 
little of human nature. The video meliora, deteriora 
seqtiOTy has been a phenomenon common to all times. 
Exuberance of youth, idleness, force of habit^ and 
last not least, that most tremendous of bars to a 
good resolve, " For whose sake now ? " were the 
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enemies which kept Paolo balancing himself uneasily 
on the slippery slope. But whatever the blandish- 
ments used^ they could not silence the inner witness^ 
who cried to him now and then, *^You debase 
your immortal soul, you give the lie to every pre- 
cedent of your life, you are a contemptible wretch — 
shame, shame upon you!'' With so sensitive a 
patient there is room for hope. The sick man who 
does not feel his disease, is past recovery ; for one 
who groans and laments himself, there is the chance 
of a favourable crisis. 

Our smning young hero had gone to bed at four 
in the morning. Not, however, in the Rue St. 
Georges, where we left him ; his friends had decided, 
not himself, that apartment to be too shabby and 
mean for him; besides, there was no coach-house 
or stable attached to it — too great an inconvenience 
for a man, who no longer hired, but kept horses and 
carriages of his own. Paolo then had rented a 
second floor in the Rue de la Chaussfe d'Antin, 
capacious, gorgeously fitted up, and extravagantly 
dear. Well, then, he had gone to bed about four 
in the morning, after a night as ill-spent as may be. 
He had played and lost a round sum of money — ^lost 
it certainly to very gentlemanly persons, but, as he 
had every reason for believing, sharpers into the 
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bargain. Money, in general, was the least of his 
troubles, indeed, he squandered it with a sort of 
rage. In the present instance, it was the way in 
which he had been tricked out of it, that galled and 
provoked him. A man does not find himself enact- 
ing the part of a dupe, without wincing a little, 
and, to render Paolo justice, the strings of conscience 
had also something to do with his sleeplessness. On 
what he had staked and lost, two families of honest 
artisans might have lived in plenty for a whole year. 
Prosper did not earn a quarter as much in a twelve- 
month by his unremitting labour. Then he began 
to wonder what had become of the little man, of 
Prudence, of the children, of Benoit and Dr. Perrin, 
of Mr. Pertuis and Mr. Boniface. They might be 
all dead for anything he knew. He had not only 
not seen any of them, or sought to see them for 
ages ; but he had literally forgotten them, ungrateful 
wretch that he was. It was not till the dawn began 
to peep through the silken curtains, that something 
like calm stole over his senses, and allowed him to 
sleep — a heavy mihealthy sleep. 

He was dreaming of a violent ringing of bells, 
when what was in reality a most formidable pull of 
his door-bell, succeeded in thoroughly awakening 
him. He sat up in his bed and listened; the faint 
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echo of an angry debate in the room preceding his 
salon, reached him. What conld it be ? He jmnped 
out of bed, slipped into a brocade dressing-gown, and 
shouted through the salon, — 

"What's the matter, Victor?" 

No answer being vouchsafed, and the noise of the 
scuffle without, continuing unabated, Paolo pushed 
open the door leading to the hall, and saw Victor, 
with his back to him, defending the approach to 
the salon, parrying, with a chair held in front of him, 
the attack of a smart little fellow, brandishing a 
broom twice as long as himself, by which he was 
striving to b;*ush Victor out of his way. At first 
Paolo was struck dumb by surprise ; the next instant, 
little disposed to merriment as he was, the ludicrous^ 
ness of the scene was too much for him, and he burst 
into a glorious fit of laughter. Salvator — for Salvator 
it was, threw down his broom, and, holding his sides, 
sunk on a chair, convulsed ; while Victor, his face 
as red as his waistcoat, looked on in grim expectation 
of what was to happen • next Naturally, this was 
that Paolo and Salvator fell into each other's arms, 
giving and receiving the hearty hug of brotherhood, 
on seeing which, Victor relinquished his chair, and 
withdrew in undisguised disgust 

"By Jove I" cried Salvator still laughing, "you 
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are better goarded than the Pope; it is no metaphor 
to say, that one has to fight one's way to your pre- 
sence. I may well sing with the Hbretto, A pugnar 

TfC accmsiy o Boma ^ 

" Hush I " said Paolo leading the way to his bed- 
room, for he began to wish for more covering than 
even his wadded dressing-gown. 

" Why hush ? — is singing forbidden in private in 
the classic land of chanson f " 

" Certainly not, but it is so early.** 
^* Early ? my fine fellow, do you call eight o'clock 
early? You seem not to be aware of the feet, 
that. Da tre ore il sol ris-ple-ende.^ 

^^ The fact is, it's the fashion about here to keep 
rather late hours," returned Paolo, a little abashed, as 
he drew aside the curtains, and opened the jalousies. 
The fiood of light he let in was like a reproach. 

"The saints preserve me! "cried Salvator; "you 
are lodged like a cardinal, and habited like the Grand 
Signior." 

" Or like a fool " said Paolo, with a side glance at 
the sky-blue cachemire pantaloons he was even then 
dooming. " But never mind me just now ; rather tell 
me about yourself and Clelia, and all my old friends. 
Are you married ? and how is it you are here? why 
did you not answer my last letter ? " 
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^' Your letter of the beginning of November, with 
the one for Clelia, enclosing the cheque for 1,000 
scudi, you mean ? — for the simple reason that I never 
got it until our return to Rome from Palermo, a 
fortnight ago. Clelia and I, you must know, spent 
the winter with the marchioness, at Palermo, or 
rather, to be precise, near Palermo, at a villa belong- 
ing to a sister of Prince Rocca Ginestra. As there 
were to be operatic performances, and acting, and 
tournaments, Clelia and I were, of course, articles of 
absolute necessity to the marchioness. As it turned 
out, she might have dispensed with us, as, instead 
of gaieties, we had nothing but jealousies, quarrels, 
and confounded confiision, as of old. But all that 
is nothing to you, nor yet to the post, who did not 
forward my letters, because, not expecting any, I 
had taken no precautions to have them sent on. 
Thus it was that, returning to Rome in the middle 
of February, I thought myself a favourite of fortune 
to find your letter of November still awaiting me — 
and then it was I learned, for the first time, that 
difficulties were raised by Government to your re- 
turn. Finding also no letters of a later date/ I 
grew uneasy about you. Why should I not do like 
Mahomet, and go to the mountain, since the moun- 
tain could not come to me ? Clelia encouraged the 
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idea ; money I had in plenty, without touching the 
1,000 scudi, which, indeed, are intact So I put 
myself en route, and, after a week's stay at Turin, 
to satisfy myself from what quarter the wind really 
blew there, I arrived in Paris yesterday morning. 
My first visit was to Rue St Georges, the address 
marked in your last letter. I was told there that 
you had long left, they no longer remembered for 
what neighbourhood. I then went to Mr. Prosper's, 
Quai Montebello, the address you gave me in your 
first letter. Mr. Prosper sent me to Rue du Four ; 
nobody there knew of your whereabouts; and, in 
short, without that excellent Madame Prosper, I 
never should have discovered you. We spent the 
whole of yesterday in tracking you, with the genius 
and patience of a policeman, from Rue du Four to 
Rue St Georges, from Rue St Georges to Avenue 
Montaigne, and from Avenue Montaigne here. I 
called thsee times last evening, but the porter said 
you were not at home, and would not let me in. 
Very grim personages these French porters. But 
your jackanapes in red sleeves beats them all. Midi 
and midiy and midi again — I could wrench from him 
nothing but midi What could I do under such 
circumstances but drop all parley, and push forward 
a reconnaissance. Red sleeves bars the way, and 
VOL. m. 53 . 
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&kirmi^9 with a chair in de£Bnce of the sp^ 

proach. 

' Ah canaglia ynoi battaglia, 
E battaglia ti daro.' 

sing I, and at him with a broom. Lnckilj you 
appeared^ like a Deus ex mackindy in time to prevent 
ftirther hostilities.** 

" My good friend," said Paolo, half toached, half 
amused, *'what a deal of trouble I have cost youf 
It was like you to come, and it is, I assure you, like 
a providential interference to have you here. I have 
so much to say, oh I so much.** . 

" And I such an impatience to hear all you can 
say; but tell me first about Thornton— no, first 

about Miss Lav (By the by," and Salvator 

bounded up from the sofa like an india-rubber baD, 
and began fumbling in his pockets: *^if I am not 
mistaken, I myself am the bearer of news of la Diva, 
Where is it got to now ?** 

"Where is — ^what?** asked Paolo, in great salta- 
tion. 

**A letter addressed to you, which I found at 
the post-office in Rome, and I had no end of (fis- 
coursing to do, before I could rescue it from the 
officials there. Ah 1 here it is, in my very^ last 
pocket." 

Paolo seized the letter, broke the seal with shaking' 
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fingers, and literally devoured the contents. This 
was what Lavinia wrote, — 



« My dbab SiftKOB Paolo, " !*«"«» 3ift Jan. isss. 

** Passing through Paris, I have heard from 
Maxiame Fran9oise of your safety, and indeed that, 
in all probability, you are at this moment once more 
in your dear Rome. I feel so happy and thankful 
at tiiis news, that I cannot resist the temptation of 
telling you so. But when I try to find words 
adequate to my feelings, nothing comes but tears-^ 
sweet tears, and inarticulate blessings. Accept them 
— ^not the less for being unspoken — accept them, 
though they are from one who has rendered you 
evil for good. Most sincerely and humbly do I 
entreat your forgiveness. Indeed, indeed, I knew 
not what I did. I saw without understanding, and 
mistook tha semblance for the substance. I was 
intoxicated with prosperity and flattery. Since we 
parted, I have become acquainted with that st^n, 
but friendly monitor, adversity. I needed humbling, 
I needed sobering, and this austere friend has done 
both for me. The trial has been a hard one, but 
blessed be the day which brought it to me; blessed 
be the day which opened my eyes to the knowledge 
that life has duties, and that in the performance of 
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duty lies true happiness; and, so help me God, I 
will do my part. How many other truths you tried 
to impress upon me, and which, passing unheeded 
at that time, now rise up and people my memory I 
Believe me, my recollection of you is indissolubly 
associated in my mind with all that is good and 

noble, while when you think of me Oh! 

Signer Paolo, How you must have despised me I 
and I deserved it well. But now you may give 
me back your esteem ; you may, indeed ; I am 
entitled to it. Not for my eternal salvation would 
I impose on you. The only claim I impose on you 
is for your esteem; every other I can and do en- 
tirely give up ; let the past be in every other respect 
as if it had never been, but your esteem I must 
have. It is, I feel, the staff on which I rely, to 
support me on my thorny path. It is not likely 
that we shall ever meet again in this world. I 
am setting off on an expedition from which I may 
never return. But wherever I am, you will have 
my earnest prayers for your welfare, and for that 
of your country also. May its destinies be what 
your patriot heart desires ; and now, good-bye. All 
good be around you. 

^* Lavinia. 
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*^ P.S. — Don't imagine I wish to justify my past 
folly, but one thing I must state in my defence. 
It was not my fault, that I inflicted that last dis- 
appointment on you in Paris. What I said in my 
hurried note was the exact truth. I went to the 
ball against my will. I was positively forced to 
go. From thence date all my troubles. Mrs. Jones 
was taken ill there, and never recovered. She is 
dead. Sickness, estrangement, and death followed 
in the wake of that night. Surely you will for- 
give me. Mr. Jones and I have parted for ever. 
Adieu." 

Paolo threw down the letter with a gesture of 
despair, buried his face in the sofa cushion, and 
sobbed desperately. 

*^What is the matter? Good heavens I is the 
news so bad?" cried poor Salvator, in an agony 
of sympathy. Paolo pointed to the letter. Salvator 
took it up and read it. " Upon my word," said he, 
after the perusal, "though I don't understand it 
quite, I cannot see anything in it to put you into 
this state. There is a horrible hint, to be sure, 
about her never coming back, but she may, you 
know ; it's only mountains that never meet." 

" It is not that, it is not that," sobbed Paolo, 
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swinging his buried head from side to side^ like 
an obstinate child. 

** If it is not that, I don't see what vexes you,** 
pursued Salvator; *^ perhaps it is that the dear old 
lady has departed this life." 

Still the head oscillated in sign of deniaL 

'^ If it is not that either, I give op trying to guess 
what it is," continued Salvator, wkh just a shade 
of impatience. *^ All the rest, to my common-place 
vision, at least, reads well and promising. She con- 
fesses to have done wrong, like a brave, honest 
girl, asks for pardon, and begs for your esteem." 
My esteem," groaned Paolo. 
Well, well, the word is rather icy, but in the 
dictionary of lovers, you may take it as a rule,'' 
added the little man, wagging his head with a 
great air of wisdom, " that esteem stands for love." 

'* Don't say any more, don't say any more," ex- 
claimed Paolo. 

" I assure you I am right ; why, any one with a grain 
of sense can understand what she means ; just look 
at the way she speaks of you ; everything you ever 
said or did, quite right in her eyes ; every one wrong 
but you." 

" That is exactly what I cannot bear ; that is what 
is enough to drive me mad," burst forth Paolo, 
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standing np^ in a whirlwind of passion. ^^ Praising 
me I I tell yon it is horrible moclcerj, a downright 
{a*o&nation ; every word she writes cuts me like 
a knife. My esteem ! I have none to spare for 
myself; my Tirtues aro those of swine; my good- 
cess! hell is fiill of such. I wish I were dead! " 

*' Paolo I" shouted poor Salvator in new-born 
terror; and taking hold of Pacdo's hand, he raised 
himself to the levd of his friend's eyes. ** Paolo ! " 

" Don't be afraid. I am not out of my senses," 
said Paolo more composedly ; '^ it would foe better for 
me, perhaps, if I were. I am not mad, but a degraded 
being, who recoils, horror-strack, from his own degra- 
dation. Tou yourself are ihe mirror in which I see 
it in fiill length." 

'^ I ? " exclaimed Salvator, in increasing perplexity. 
**Yes, you. There you stand, in your manly 
simpUcity and iimocence, the Uving reproacli of my 
effeminacy, my profligacy. Those ridiculous cox- 
combs we used to call women-men, and make sport 
cf at £ome, I am one of them, nay, worse. A 
prions figure I cut in my Turkish morning costume, 
don't I? Look at my collection of whips, canest, 
cravat-pins, wrist-buttons, and soent-bottles, jmd 
be lost in admiration. Worthy property &r an 
artist, is it not? By and by, the hair-dresser will 
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be here, and elaborately arrange and curl my hair. 
How manly 1 ha I ha I Why don't you laugh too? 
Open the safety-valve, or, by Jove, you will be 
choked by contempt." 

"Come, come," expostulated Salvator, who now 
began to have some inkling of the state of the case, 
*^ you take things too tragically, a moment of weak- 
ness is soon retrieved. For a man of your spirit, 
to shake off any worldly shackles requires but the 
will." 

" And the inward bonds, friend Salvator I Samson 
pulled down pillars ; did he free himself from inward 
bonds? His ideal dragged in the mire by Dalilah, 
was he ever able to raise it again on its pedestal? 
My soul is a sink of pollution." 

Nonsense 1 " here ejaculated the little man. 
Such a life, such orgies I should rather say, as I 
have revelled in for these last three months, you 
cannot imagine ; to tell you of it, would be to con- 
taminate you ; but there, in that escritoire, lie 
materials for the history — scented documents signed 
by names renowned in infamy. Foulness, foulness, 
foulness, has been my daily pittance. Everything 
respectable, everything holy — chastity, patriotism, 
disinterestedness, honesty — I have heard quizzed, 
lampooned, cursed — ^heard it without wincing, imtil. 
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by G — , I have come not to know right from 
wrong." 

" Fibs 1 " exclaimed Salvator. " If that were the 
case, you would not talk as you are doing." 

"And now that I have sunk so low as to be 
past any hope of ever rising again," pursued Paolo, 
without heeding his friend's interruption, **here 
comes my finishing stroke — a glimpse of Paradise 
to madden me on my dunghill. Purified through 
sufiering, restored to her angelic nature, she who 
was the embodiment of my ideal of a woman, lays 
her innocent heart open before me, prays for peace, 
and lavishes blessings on me — O heavens! on me, 
a lump of corruption! The fate of Tantalus — the 
draught of happiness within sight, and yet never 
to be reached. My own doing — that's the comfort 
I have — my very own doing. Do you understand 
what Tantalus may feel in such a predicament, 
Salvator? That he'll not go on for ever suff*ering, 
I should say." 

"Hush!" cried Salvator, "this is the raving of 
a Pagan; we are Christians, Paolo, and, as such, 
must think, speak, and act. Suppose yourself in the 
next world, have you escaped fi:om yourself there? 
Be a man." 

Paolo for all answer covered his face. 
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^* Besides/' continued Salvator^ descending from 
his unusual altitudes to the leviel of an argument 
ad hominemj ^'besides^ allow me to observe, that 
it is but a sorr j welcome to a poor devil who has 
come all the way from Home to see you, to tell 

lum ^ Here Salvatorcame to a frdlstop. '^Ijulj 

to threaten ^" The good little fellow could not 

finish his remonstrance. 

*^ Forgive me, Salvator," said Paolo, wringing his 
friend's hand ; ^' I am not the unfeeling wretch I may 
seenL It was that letter which upset me — that 
letter, with the associations and memories it evoked — 
it sets old wounds bleeding afresh." 

There are emotions which admit of no utterance 
but tears. 

After a while, Salvator exclaimed,— 
** It's just one of the tricks of this nasty Paris." 
" Not at all," said Paolo. " Paris is a place like 
any other, it is within one's opticm here, as elsewhere, 
to live simply, reasonably, and yet agreeably. I 
question if there be any other capital in Europe 
where there are so many opportunities for aelf- 
cnltivation and honest recreation. Everywhere 
public monuments, picture galleries, libraries, 
lectures, gardens, and what not, accessible to the 
public gratis. Temptations also of all kinds there 
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is no lack of in Paris, nor is there in any other 
huge metropolis; but their high price here, as 
elsewhere, acts as a safeguard for the great majority. 
Money * has been my bane. But for it, I might 
still be the honest fellow I was when I came here, 
and look evpry man in the face without a blush. 
Talk to me of the corruption of Paris! Misery 
threw me among the hard-working class. Th^e, 
in that humble sphere, my Mend, you may find 
all the virtues inculcated by the Gospel in action — 
Charity first and foremost Later again, benignant 
fate brought me acquainted with the studious of 
Paris. My employer was a savant, simple as a 
child, learned as a Benedictine. Good Mr. Boni&ce I 
— ^his mind in a constant state of contention lest he 
should overtask me. No scarcity of good examples 
there, for his friends were cast in ike same mould as 
himself — ^living rather in the spirit than in the body. 
All the elevating influences which can improve a 
man, I breathed in liiat atmosphere. About that 
time I met with a wild young student, a good fellow 
at bottom, but a Voltairian quand metne^ who took 
to hectoring me, to drag me down fi:om my height 
of spiritoalifim. In vain; I was firm as a rock. 
Poverty and constant occupation kept me out of 
temptation. Then, I received that fetal legacy, and 
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ere long, idleness aiding and abetting, I was low 
enough in materialism. My guardian angel whispered 
warnings to me to refuse it, but my evil genius 
prevailed. The moment I was rich, I was transformed 
from my old self to another being, and from weakness 
to weakness I sunk to what you find me — a grovelling 
sensualist. There is a curse in money, Salvator, 
believe me." 

" Well, if it be so," replied Salvator, " the remedy 
is easy. Cast from you that curse, and begin life 
anew on bread and cheese." 

And so I will, by all that is holy," cried Paolo. 
At it at once," urged Salvator ; " put on your 
shabbiest coat and hat, to be in keeping with mine, 
and let us go out. Do you know of any place where 
we are likely to see any blackbirds?" 

*^ Possibly in the Tuilerles, or Bois de Boulogne ; 
but, to tell the tnith, I know nothing about bir.ds, or 
trees, or flowers." 

" Well, let us take our chance with both places." 

" My good fellow," said Paolo, with a very signi- 
ficant unwillinguess, *^the Tuileries and the Bois 
have been the theatre of more than one of my follies, 
and besides, I am sure to meet at either the one or 
the other, hosts of people I know." 

*^ Hm I can you think of no retired nook, where 
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there are turf and trees, and none of your acquaint- 
ances ?" pleaded Salvator. 

Paolo mused a little, then said, — 

" Yes ; though it is ages since I was at the place, 
I remember being struck by the number of black- 
birds in the cemetery of Mont Pamasse." 

" A cemetery !" repeated Salvator, with a grimace 
indicative of anything but gratification." 

^^You must not be alarmed by the name. A 
burying-ground in Paris is a fresh, verdant, quiet 
spot. You will like it well, I promise you." 

"Here then goes for the burying-ground," pro- 
nounced Salvator. . 

Paolo was ready in a few minutes. Victor listened 
grimly to an intimation that the room off the saZfe-a- 
manger was to be got ready for the new arrival. 

*^Is the hairdresser to wait for monsieur?" asked 
Victor, solemnly. 

" No ; tell him not to come any more till I send 
for him." 

^* Is the carriage to be sent to meet monsieur ?" 

" No ; and tell Pierre I shall not want him to-day, 
and that he may consider himself at liberty for the 
whole of next week." 

^^ And should any visitor come for monsieur ? " 

" I am out of town ; let the concierge know." 
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'^Is mcxisiear absent even for — ^the perscm who 
breakfasted yesterday with monsieur?" 

^^Even for that person^" and monsienr shut the 
door with a bang. 

Victor looked despondent for a second or two^ 
then rallying his spirits, he lifted np his right leg^ 
leant his head to one side, stretched forth both arms, 
and gave to all limbs concerned a vibratory motion 
to and fro in the direction of the door — a sort of 
blessing sui generis to his master. 

The only precise idea Paolo had of the where- 
abouts of the cemetery of Mont Pamasse was that it 
lay somewhere on the other bank of the Seine ; but 
thanks to that thread of Ariadne, which in the person 
of ^^ commissionnaires " is ready for use at almost 
every comer of every street in Paris, the friends 
were not long in being put in the right track. Pre- 
judiced as he was against Paris — most foreigners are 
so on first coming thither — disposed as he was to 
find fault, Salvator was nevertheless too fair not to 
acknowledge the usefulness of this provident institu- 
tion ; and when he espied in a bye-street the £amiUar 
sight of a Vendor mb dio of roasted chesnnts, 
Salvator's heart relented for good and all, and he 
openly allowed France to be a civilized country, 
whatever her shortcomings. Incredible how far 
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these imponderables go in determining our wtimate of 
objects and places I Salvator improved the occasion^ 
and staffed his pockets fell of his fayonrite eatable 
— horribly dear though^ as he said — and then he 
hdkl a little conversation widi the seller, and dis- 
covered him to be a native of Italian Switzerland. 

Another and agreeable novelty to the small painter 
were the number of shops with flowers and fiineral- 
wreaths, garlands^ statuettes>aDd mementoes of many 
kinds, which studded tiie immediate^ neighbourhood 
of the cemetery. Paolo bought some garlands of 
evergreen, which he intended for little Annette's 
croBS, if he foimd it, which he did not ; nor did his 
conscience reproach him in the least, that by so 
doing he was encouraging an immorial traffic on the 
holiest sympathies of mankind, as is urged by some 
people. Would to God that the spirit of commerce 
were never applied to worse purposes I 

The cemetery of the Mont Pamasse is (me of the 
humblest of the French capital, yet not the less 
impressive for thai Few and far between are the 
pompous monuments— vain protests of posthumous 
vanity against the stem equaliiy of death — mai^ 
Ae modest dabs of marble — innumerable the anony^ 
mous crosses, suggestive alike of obscure lives, and 
Christian humility. Not one but had a wreath hung 
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round it, of a tuft of flowers carefully reared at its 
base. Go thither at what hour of the day you will, 
and you find pious hands are busy — ^many of them 
the homy ones of artisans, or the sorely needle- 
pricked ones of seamstresses — clearing away, embel- 
lishing, propping up or watering the silent home of 
their departed ones. It is in this assiduous care of 
the Uring for the dead, that lies the great charm of 
the Paris burying-grounds. 

Salvator could scarcely understand the scene at 
first, and when he did, he nearly vented his pleased 
wonderment in a profane ut de poitrine^ which he 
checked, however, in time, declaring instead most 
emphatically, that if the respect for the dead was 

to be taken as the measure of the worth of the 
living, the Parisians certainly were superior to their 

reputation. 

*^ Let us sit down here," said Paolo, " and enjoy 
the prospect from this mound." 

The view before the firiends had a melancholy 
charm of its own. Not a tint, not a sound, not a 
movement in the vast enclosure at their feet, but was 
subdued to harmony with its destination. The 
mellow light of a pale March sun, the gentle undula- 
tions of the plain, the twitterings of birds, which filled 
every ivy-bush and cypress, the tender green of the 
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new shoots on sycamores^ acacias and pendent willows^ 
were the soft notes, if we dare use the expression, 
from whose ensemble arose a ftdl chord — a chord 
which struck home to the heart, inclining it to 
reverie. 

^^ A beautifiil spot, and frdl of blackbirds, I dedare," 
said Salvator at last. 

*^ Did I not tell yotl, that even though a cemetery, 
it was beautiful?" replied Paolo, as if awaking. 
'^ Sweet must be the rest under this verdant turf, and 
in these quiet shades." 

" True — ^but not before a journey, let us say of 
fourscore years in search of some grand object," 
returned Salvator spiritedly. 

Paolo shook his head despondingly, upon which 
Salvator thought the moment a fitting one to remind 
his gloomy friend, that for him, Salvator, Paolo's 
history, since his departure from Rome, was still a 
mystery. Salvator knew nothing of Thornton, 
nothing of Lavinia, and was still in the first wonder- 
ment as to what had caused so complete a severance 
between the three friends. Paolo, not unwillingly, 
consented to relate the particulars of a tale, which 
had lain long heavily hidden in the depths of his 
heart. He now poured forth his sorrows, told of 
his fit of frenzy on learning that Lavinia had gone 
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to the ball at the Hafcel de YSie, his auheeqiHBt 
iUneflg, hk lueleflB aeasch after Tliomten^ and iihe 
ooDcliifkm he had come to^ Amt ThflmtDn Ind 
^ne to &e United States in aBscoh of him ; and 
last but not the least momentous event to him, Jhos 
aoeeisian te Us imd^s iftirtnne, aod Ins jmbseqnent 
dissipation. 

Sabster was so mcfvad by this narrative, « real 
xomanoe he declared, and -whieh as Boch, mnst end 
well sooner or later, and then so ^dreadfblly eacited 
by the sight of a blackbird perched jnst below where 
they wete sitting, whistling and trilling, as if in 
defiance, that, .he protested he most either give wvf 
to his singing propensities, or vchoke. . To avoid one 
or otber extrannty, it was better to lieat a tmely 
iretreat ; in exacting whidi, a savomy smell which 
exhaled from a snudl wineshop by the roadside, 
% smell suggestive of cnttets on tibe gridiron, and 
4xf potatoes in the act cf frying, came to remind 
Sahrator of one of his idiosyncracies — >viz. that any 
-strong emotion in£EJlibly made him hungry. A hait 
was accordingly decided t>n, and the young men 
entered the huoiUe 'eating-house. It was without 
eflPort as wi&out repugnance that Paolo eeated him- 
self at a small liable wi& a coarse cloth — he was at 
bottom still as simple in tastes, notions, and lialnts 
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as when at Rome ; and riches^ thank God^ had not 
moculated him with any of that fastidiousness, which 
teaches people to turn up their noses at everything 
not set in gold, or bearing on it the stamp of fashion. 
Paolo did ample justice to the frugal meal. A 
stomach of five and twenty will assert its rights, 
whatever the mental frame of the owner. 

After this they walked to .the Luxembourg, 
strolled leisurely through the gardens on to the 
Pantheon, which ccmduded their walking tour of 
PBris for that day. It wss ei^it in die 'e^eaiBg 
ifehen a cah put them down at Paolo's door in Ibe 
CSiaussde d'Antin — it was the only drive ihey had 
had, and tiiat was neoesaitatBd by Salvldor'fi fpadr- 
manteau having to b^ fetdied from the fourth-rate 
hotel, to which he had gone tm his first acrivaL 
No wonder ihey were xeady to idvop with fatigue, 
they had been nearly nine honrfi on iheir legs. 
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CHAPTER XIL 



TEDIUM VIT-aE. 



Well might red-waistcoated Victor, and his colleague 
of the whip, deplore the degeneracy of the age, and 
indulge, glass in hand, at their quasi-fashionable 
wineshop over the way, in ominous forebodings how 
all this would end. Ever since the advent of litUe 
saute ruisseauj as they siyled Salvator, the life they 
led had become sorry and unprofitable. No more 
billets doux to carry, no more mysterious visi^rs 
to introduce, no more cases of champagne and 
Strasbourg pdtis to order, no more parties fines to 
superintend ; and naturally no more little douceurs 
to realize out of these several items. The snug 
little establishment which they had served with such 
complacency, was turned, alas I into a desert. How 
else designate a house, the master of which sallied 
forth at seven in the morning, returned at dusk, and 
was in his bed at ten I 
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Such was, in fact, the course of life adopted of 
late by Paolo, under the influence of his friend and 
guest They went out early, spent most of the day 
in visiting public galleries or other remarkable places 
— ^when tired of being on their legs, jumped into the 
first omnibus they met, stopping where it stopped, 
most frequently at a barriire, occasionally in a 
suburb — took their dinner at the nearest restaurant, 
and then returned home, either by the same omni- 
bus or a similar conveyance, Paolo having laid it 
down as a rule never to hire a' cab. 

Nor had he wished to do so, would Salvator have 
allowed of it. Salvator delighted in the omnibuses ; 
he considered them as the most wonderful, instruc- 
tive, and amusing contrivances of modem times. 
His power of observation, which was of the scantiest, 
and his propensity to conununication, which was of 
the largest, both found full scope in those rolling 
stages, whose actors were for ever changing. No- 
thing deterred by his ignorance of French, he spoke 
freely and good-humouredly right and left, making 
friends among his fellow passengers— rarely leaving 
the vehicle without being on intimate terms with the 
benevolent gentleman — thank God, there is one at 
least in every batch I — ^who assists in and out the aged 
and infirm, the children and the ladies, and is for 
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ever oa the stretchy with danger to himaelf of a 
^vristed neck or spine, in hia readinesft to ooUect 
file &re of those in the fiyrthest off seats^ for the 
eondnctcHr* Eren within^ Has small campaaa of a 
pablic carriage there is a plenty of room, fixr die 
exerdse of the smaller charities of life. Unforta- 
natefy — and onr littler jGdend was* not long in making 
ibm diflcoveij — there is tspwea also for selfishness and 
hazahness — and jovxr active, goodHoatored, kindly 
disposed gentlemaa findft hia contrast too often in 
yonder gruff individual, who looks upon every new- 
comer in the lig^t of an intmder, nay, of an enemy, 
and would not for any consideration move an inch 
ta accommodate a delicate woman or child, and snaris 
whea inadvertently brushed against — a living nega- 
timk of all hnmajt fellow-feeling. 

This half-artistic, half-iMonadic existence was the 
very one for Salvator to ei^'oy, had not Paolo^s 
iacreaamg gloom cast a shadow upon iL Pado 
grew more self-absorbed, less sociable every day; 
the very tqpica nearest his heart, Lavinia, Thomtafi, 
GleliAy Some,, seemed ta have lost their hold oat 
him I he dismisaed them witk monosyllables^ J£ he 
spoke at all, it was to agree witk ^vator'a pcaifle 
of pictm*e or s^tue, q£ the weathear^ or the scenery, 
or living creature, ia a strain for too high-flown 



and exaggerated not to betray a pre-determmation. 
Bnt even: such kindly e&rt was too mnch for him 
in the evening. Nei£her self-control nor sdf-reason- 
ing could soften or stem the paroxysm of dejection^ 
which after dark seized on him, cmdiing body and 
soul in its cruel graqp. He would plead &tign09 
stretch himself at fiiH length on a sofa, and lie there 
for hours with closed eyes and lips^ All Salvator's 
att^npts to rouse him — and €Fod alrae knows the 
ingenuity^ the patience the gentlenessi^ displayed by 
the little fellow — ^proved unavailing. The only result 
was » ^Dbn't mind me, I am tired to death; I 
am past entertaining now^" or such like phrase; 
which made Salvator droop< his head, and look grave 
aiui anxious* 

Grcavity and anxiety sat ill at ease, almost mmatu* 
rally, upon Salvator'fr childlike htow and cheery 
feat^es. One. eveniiig-it wa. Uie. fifth Ae yotmg 
mtm: had thus spent together— one evening, Paolo 
awaking,, as it: were,, from one of his trances, hiff 
eyes met those of hia fri^ad riveted upon himself 
and the change in the ftmilTar face,^ once so mirthM, 
now so fi)rlom, gave him a (pialm of remors^Doufflng 
the latent warmth df his heart^ 

Oh 1 my poOT Salvator !" exclaimed Paalo^ 

what a selfish, unfeeling, ungrateful wretch I am 1 " 
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*^ Heyday ! what a luxury of adjectives," said 
Salvator, brisking up'; " may I inquire their drift ? " 

" It is my destiny to bring misfortune on all those 
who love me. I am killing you by inches," 

" Stuff ! " laughed Salvator. " I am of too tough 
materials to give way so easily; you grieve me 
deeply, I don't deny it ; but as for killing ^ 

*^ My only excuse is that I cannot help it I am 
not a free agent The axe which inflicts death is 
not more responsible than I am. Indeed, Salvator, 
I cannot help it" 

" Try as much as though you could," replied 
Salvatot ; "perhaps your distemper Ues in this same 
morbid impression of your helplessness. Perhaps 
there is nothing more required to cure you, than 
a manly effort to shake off the incubus. Make it, 
summon up all the energy of your will." 

" Ah I my will — ^forsooth ! you have thought of 
a mighty lever. My will is like a worn-out key, 
which doesn't bite any longer. Bid a man, stung 
by a cobra capello, exert himself; he has neither 
the power nor the inclination; hot pincers won't 
make him stir. All that survives of him is a de- 
sperate craving for rest So it is with me. I am 
stung by a serpent whose name is tedium viUb.^ 
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*^ At it again ! " groaned Salvator, with a sort of 
shudder. 

" If you knew what it was to be sick of life,'' 
continued Paolo; "if I coidd describe the feeling 
to you! On our journey hither we had to pass 
through a long tunnel. It must have been some- 
where between Lyons and Paris, My recollections 
of that journey are dim and confused ; I was rest- 
less in body and mind, and my feelings were un- 
doubtedly morbid. Nevertheless, I remember that 
tunnel well, and the effect produced on me by the 
passage from broad daylight to pitch darkness, and 
the shrill, fiendish yell with thousands of yells com- 
pressed in it, which, as we tore madly along, seemed 
to cheer us on to destruction. Then all sense of 
motion onwards ceased, and there we were, as I 
fancied, oscillating in the vacuum, suspended over 
the abyss. Oh! the horror of that moment. It 
was more than I could stand, I was ready to jump 
out of the carriage window. Well, what that tunnel 
was, life has become to me, it is unbearable. I 
long to be out of it" 

" Nothing of the kind. Away with such feehngs,** 
burst forth Salvator with an energy and vehemence 
the more startling, as nothing hitherto in his look 
or manner had given any warning of the direftd 
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unpresBions he was recerving firom Paolo's words. 
"A thousand times no, I say, unless you diaoae 
to have to answer for another life, as well as your 
own, for the ruin of two- Christian souls." 

^' Salvator I " exclaimed Paolo in a subdued voice. 

**Yes, your life and my life> your soul and my 
souL Well have no equivocations between us ; play 
false to yourself my good fellow, and h^^e I solenmly 
swear to fellow your example." 

** O Salvator I ^ groaned Paolo, ^* I did not expect 
this of y oub-" 

" And If poor fod, who left housey country, &iends 
in the felness of my afiection for you^t do yon tiiink. 
I expected such a welcome as yoa have given me? 
TediiMn vita, nui^ be a {nrecaous selfish disease, if it 
blinds you for a moment to the monstrous part you 
would have me perform — the part of a mute confidant 
inaUving tragedy, whick is to snatch from me my 
best friend, the Mend in whom I prided and de- 
lighted." Here the speaker was obliged to stop^ for 
his voice had grown dreadfully husky ; but at sight 
of Paolo's eyes glistening with tears, he cleared hiff 
throat in a hurry, and pursued his advantage. • ** To 
die is to surrender ;. fsur nobler to fight against all odds. 
Take example by^ Miss La^dnia. Did she despond 
under her trials ? Not she, but took her staff, and 
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started on the: Lord knows what errand^ like the 
sweetest of pilgrimA. And why should joa not do 
as she didi Look ont yonradf £br some such noble 
task, as I am sure hers must be. To those who 
haye a country to hee, there can be no lack, of scope 
&ar ac2tion. There is the Crimea, for instance. Wilt 
you go to the Crimea ?" 

^60 ix) the Crimea?" repeated Paolo, with the 
mt)at undisguised astonishment. 

^' Just so ', why shouldn't you help to take Sebaa* 
topol?" 

^ You mean, that if I am so desirous of death, I 
might perchance find a ^rioaa one there. True, 
diat would be a certain benefit to myself but I see 
none ta my conntry*" 

^ Apart all odier consideraticms," replied Salyator, 
«BKtiii»fa he is doing good service to his comrtry 
who- contributes his best to iq>hoId tlte honour of its 
Piedmont ia sending some thousands of hec 
to the Crimea— join thenu That is the spot 
where & man may Eye or die witb crtdit.." 

" I don't didike tilieidea,'' mai Paolo; ^but coold 
I, a npaUicam amsistently wiik my cEBed, serve 
under a; royal: banner? " 

^^ Why not, if that banner be an Itadian (me, and 
floats wherever a blow is struck for the independence 
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of Italy ? Take my word for it, Sebastopol is the 
first stage of the journey to Milan." 

*' If I could only believe that ! " said Paolo. 

" Why should you doubt what all Europe believes 
by this time? If it were not so, why should the 
Piedmontese meddle with the war at all? Be so 
good as to follow my argument, Sardinia has no 
interests of consequence to look after in the East, 
she has no old grudge against Russia to gratify; 
Sardinia is still bleeding from the wounds she 
received in 1848 and 1849; her debt is heavy, her 
credit indifferent, her exchequer all but empty. 
For a kingdom in such a condition, there would seem 
but one course left, that of neutrality. If Sardinia 
discards this self-evident policy, and takes upon 
herself the chances of a war, depend upon it, she 
must have a mighty inducement for so doing ; and 
what other inducement could tempt her, but a 
promise from the Western powers, a formal promise 
that if Sardinia lends a hand towards the reduction 
of Sebastopol, England and France will lend her 
two towards ridding her of Austria in Italy ? ^ 

*' Seeing is believing," said Paolo, sententiously, 
" You spoil a plausible argument, by trying to make 
it comprise too much, my friend." 

" Not a bit," affirmed Salvator, who had his own 
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reasons for colouring richly: "I tell you it is all 
settled, and set down in black and white. When a 
cup is full, a drop is sufficient to make it overflow. 
Austria has been fooling France and England in this 
Oriental business for many a long day, and their cup 
of patience is fairly running over. They wish to 
humiliate her — they tell her so in so many words. 
Down with Austria, and long live Piedmont, is 
the burden of the song of their newspapers, and 
the newspapers after all represent the opinion of 
a country." 

Paolo shook his head doubtfully. 

"I know the objection you are about to make," 
went on Salvator, " that the press is not unfettered 
in France. Reason the more, if it be not, to believe, 
that it expresses at least the views of the government ; 
for, what the government might, yet does not prevent, 
it indirectly sanctions. That is plain enough, is 
it not? However, let us lay aside the French press, 
if you will not believe in it, and turn exclusively 
to the EnglisL If ever there was a free press in 
the world, that is one, you allow that — very welL 
Open any of its public journals, and what do you 
find? Columns teeming with sneers, denunciations 
and threats levelled at Austria, and with praises 
and encouragement for Piedmont You look surprised 
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at my knowledge^ my dear fellow; all then urtidfis 
are translated into Italian, and ]»-pnblifthed in the 
Tnnn papers ; and these, xaihat neBt of Italian liberty, 
I feasted my eyes on them. Yes-; yon diould read 
the compariBon drawn between the Bedfishnesfi and 
sluggishness of the hnge empire, the backwardness 
of its ruler, the crooked ways of its fitatesmen, with 
the pluck of the little kingdom, tlie chivalrous spirit 
of Victor Iknmannel, the daring of its premier. 
Austria is set up as a scarecrow, and Piedmont as 
an example." 

** Very possibly," returned Faob ; •** but have you 
forgotten our proverb : Dal detto cd fatto, ci corre 
tm grcm tratto ? (From word to deed, there is far 
indeed.) I mnember Thornton waniing i»e against 
trustmg to such ebullitions of feelmg. In 1849 
there was something similar to what you now de- 
scribe, which, nevertheless, did not binder our being 
left to our fate. The immense minority in England, 
Thornton bid me believe, do not consider the Italian 
cause woriih the sacrifice of a drop of English blood, 
or the outlay of a single English guinea. Thenr 
real sympathies, he said, w^re all with their cM 
ally, Austria." 

" Were so, I allow/ cried Sahrator, " but ore not 
BO now. You confound the days 0f Pittwith those 
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of Lord PalmeFstoa; 70a orerbok the «CQncardaEt 
with Rome^ that dealt the deai[h4>law ;to Austrian 
influence in England. Side with AnBtria, forsooth I 
Why^ Austria is the negation of all that makes 
Great Britain great." And the Iitde painter went 
on to prove mathematicallj ix> the inccedalonB Paolo^ 
ihat the English to a man were agabst AnBtria, 
and for Italy. Poor, nmooenty fiimple-minded Sal- 
vator I 

Much more than we choose to relate was added 
on either side^ still no immediate practical xesuk 
came of this conversatian. HonnrBver stringent Sal- 
Tator^ arguments, however !tempting the prospect 
they opened to a man afflicted with tedium vita, 
they Mled because a partidpatian m what iie called 
a kingly war, inyoWed in Paolo's eyes, as a (first 
consequence, the abandonment jf£ the principles 
"which, right en* wrong, be had alwi^ held. Sal- 
Tator must rest coirteiit widi carrying io hk had 
*tfae consoling assoranoe, that hss friend was fir 
less dead to the interests of ibis woild, tban be bim- 
fs^ believed. Kight hroiE^t ium no ^sleep, but it 
did counsel About three in the morning, he ivent 
and knocked tct Padio^ door. 

'^ It is only me ; are yon acquaintad with Manin.?^ 
l^ot persona%," was ihe answer given so oseadily. 
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that it showed Paolo must have been akeady awake. 
"Why do you ask?" 

"I mean^ do you consider him a leader to be 
trusted ? " 

Entirely ; who doubts it?" 
And," pursued Salvator, **were he to say that 
a course of action was right that you deemed wrong, 
would you abide by his decision? " 

" I think I should," replied Paolo, 

" Very well ; that is all I want to know. Good 
night." 

Ten seconds after the active little fellow was in 
his bed again, and his mind at rest, in another ten 
seconds he was snoring placidly. 

During his short stay at Turin, Salvator had 
heard much about Manin, and of the conciliatory 
line of policy adopted of late by the great Venetian. 
Manin in fact, not long before, had published his 
new programme of " Independence and Unification," 
that programme which, whatever may be said to 
the contrary, did so much towards preparing that 
unanimity of purpose and of action, which a few 
years later, was to form the admiration of all the 
Iriends, and provoke the despair of all the foes of 
Italy, Thrice happy in this, that he did not live 
long enough to see the worse than useless issue 
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of his work of conciliation for the heroic land^ alas I 
which had given him birth^ the land he had loved 
so well, so wisely, so valiantly — alas! for his own 
Venice ! Well, then, it so happened that Salvator had 
had given him at Turin the address of the illustrious 
exile in Paris. This circumstance, almost forgotten 
amidst his constant preoccupation about Paolo, now 
returned to his memory in this hour of need, and 
he resolved to turn it to account 

When, next morning, Salvator proposed a visit 
to Manin, Paolo raided no objection, only regretted 
their not having a letter of introduction to make 
their access to the ex-dictator more easy. 

** Never mind that," said Salvator; '*you know 
the proverb as to good looks ; your face must serve 
to recommend us; and great men, you know, are 
the property of the public." 

Manin occupied a small and more than modest 
lodging in the third story of a house in the Rue 
Blanche. His reception of the two young men was 
full of that frank cordiality, which is a distinctive 
trait of the Italian character. Manin had his hat 
on, evidently ready to go out, when his unexpected 
visitors appeared ; nevertheless he would not permit 
of their going away, as they wished to do, but said 
he had a quarter of an hour at their service. Paolo, 
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therefore^ after giying liis own and his companion's 
name, their calling, and their country, stated in as 
few words as possible the case of conscience he had 
come to submit to Manin's judgment. Could he, 
without betrayal of his republican fiuth, join the 
Sardinian ranks in the Crimea? 

"Which do you care most for?** asked Manin, 
*'the Republic or Italy? Italy, of course. To be 
either a republic or a monarchy, Italy must first 
exist as a nation— that is, be independent— and form 
one body. Every act which tends towards that end — 
to make a united Italy, I mean — deserves the support 
of all patriots, whatever their creed. Is the co- 
operation of Piedmont in the Crimean war to be 
considered an act of this sort, a step in the right 
direction ? I do not hesitate to say it is so, inasmuch 
as it widens her circle of influence in Europe, and 
strengthens her hands for good, inasmuch as it places 
her in manifest antagonism with Austria, inasmuch 
as it furnishes a precious occasion to add to the 
prestige of Italian arms. Those who go to fight 
under the three colours of Italian redemption, are 
not the soldiers of the Piedmontese State, but the 
soldiers of Italy. Would to God that I were young 
enough and strong enough to be one of them." 

As soon as he ceased speaking, Paolo and 
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Salvator rose to go^ but he detained them^ add* 
ing,— 

" I have been subjected to much obloquy lately 
for being too favourable to Sardinia. I yiew Sardinia 
as a great national force. Is that a good or an evil ? 
It is a fact — and this fact^ moreover^ is monarchic. 
Are we to render it hostile to the cause of emanci- 
pation because it is so^ or are we to turn it to good 
account^ taking it as it is ? The question is not a 
question for me, at all events. I declare that for my 
part I am ready to accept of monarchy^ if monarchy 
is to give us an Italy indespendent and one." 

The door had been gently pushed ajar while he 
was speaking, and the moment he stopped, a female 
voice — (ah ! pity him, not that of his wife or daughter : 
both lay in their freshly opened graves) — a female 
voice said wamingly, — 

" Mr. Daniel, it is striking eleven ; you know you 
have to go to Rue Figalle." 

Thank you," said Manin to his careful bonne, 

I am off; " and snatching a book from a table^ and 
putting it imder his arm, he led the way dgwn the 
stairs to the street-door. There he stopped and said, 
with emotion, ^f Good-bye, my young friends ; may 
all success attend you in the path you have chosen. 
Honour certainly will, for it is the path of duty. 
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My blessing goes with you. To the rising genera- 
tion which you represent, to the simple in mind, 
and stout of heart. Providence reserves the great 
work of Italian emancipation. Peace, peace at all 
costs among the oppressed, that their united war- 
cry may be like the trumpet before Jericho, at 
sound of which the ramparts of the oppressors shall 
crumble into dust You will see that day, young 
men." 

" And so will you," exclaimed Paolo and Salvator, 
with enthusiasm. 

" Not so, not so," replied Manin ; *^ the spirit i« 
strong, but the flesh is weak. Dies mei numerati 
mnty I may say with the Psalmist, nor do I regret 
that it be so. Once again, farewell" And with a 
friendly squeeze of the hand of both, he hurried 
away. Paolo's heart sunk within him as he watched . 
the tottering steps of the noble man, and he thought 
to himself, why this mysterious dispensation which 
dooms the flower of a whole nation to live and to die 
brokenhearted ? 

" Bravo 1" cried Salvator; *^a man worth his 
weight in gold ; every word of his hits the bull's- 
eye ; though, allow me to observe, that what he 
has said, much more pointedly, I confess, is just what 
I had the honour of telling you last night By the 
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bje, though, I should like to know why he goes 
about with an Italian grammar under his arm." 

" Manin gives lessons to live, and therefore carries 
with him the tools of his trade. Yes, oh ! mockery 
of fortune, the ex-dictator of Venice is reduced to 

sell participles 1 " 

» 

Salvator mused a little, then said, — 

** And why not ? Poverty at all times has been 
the seal of true greatness. Deck Homer with a 
mantle of purple, seat Dante in a carriage and four, 
and see what a sorry figure they will cuf 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



LEAVE-TAKING. 



Paolo was for starting that same evening. 

"But your passport?'* objected Salvator. 

Paolo was for starting without passport. Salvator 
shrugged his shoulders. A man does not travel 
from Rome to Palermo, and then to Paris, as he had 
done, without growing keenly alive to the import- 
ance of the item in question. He said accordingly, — 

"More easily said than done, my dear friend — 
I mean as far as the arriving at our destination is 
concerned. Let us reserve extreme remedies for 
extreme evils, and first try what the Sardinian 
consulate will do for us." 

Taking this good adAnce, Paolo with his wise little 
friend went thither. Strong in his good conscience, 
Paolo stated his case briefly and simply ; he knew, 
he said, after making his request, that he had no 
specific claim upon the Sardinian government, yet 
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he was not without hope that the anomaly of his 
situation, coupled with the object he had in view, 
that of enlisting for the Crimea, might entitle him to 
some consideration. 

"Certainly," said the gentleman, to whom his 
application was made. "If I understand yon right, 
your object is to reach Turin." 

Paolo bowed assent 

** Very well, excuse me for a moment," continued 
the official, leaving the room. He returned in a few 
minutes accompanied by another gentleman, who 
said to Paolo, — 

^* Can you give me the date at which you asked 
for a passport at the Nonciatura and were refiised? " 

Paolo named the beginning of the month of 
September, 

*' Nearly seven months ago — ^time enough [indeed 
to come to resipiscence," said the second gentleman, 
smiling. " Such being the case, I think your best 
course will be now to renew your application there ; 
if still unsuccessful, come to me again with two 
respectable fellow-countrymen of ours, who can 
testify to the refusal, and to your own identity, 
and I will give you a passport for Turin. It will 
be but a temporary one — ^to serve only for the 
journey. Will that do ? " 
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" Perfectly,'' said Paolo ; *' I am much obliged to 
you.'' 

Salvator here producing his passport, asked, — 

" Will you accept of me as one of the witnesses 
you require for my friend? ** 

Glancing over the passport tendered to him, the 
Sardinian gentleman replied in the affirmative. 

Renewing their thanks, the two young Romans 
took their leave, and following the advice ther 
had received, went immediatelv to the Nonciatura. 
But the hearts that they found there were as 
hardened towards Paolo as Pharaoh's to the Jewish 
lawgiver, Salvator, however, took the opportunity 
of having his own passport vised for Rome. 

" Now then," said he, as they walked away from 
the unaccommodating Nonciatura, "now for this 
second witness. Do you know any Italians in 
Paris?" 

" Not one," said Paolo. 

"Then we must apply to Du Genre," quoth 
Salvator, " he is the man to help us, he knows 
everybody." But this suggestion was so evidently 
unpalatable to Paolo, that Salvator, stopping short, 
turned upon his companion with an inquisitive 
" What's your objection ? " 

Paolo could not bring himself to any specific 
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explanation; so Salvator, with pitiless good sense, 
continued, — 

*^ My good Paolo, when necessity drives, squeamish- 
ness must be got over. Du Genre is the most 
serviceable fellow on earth, and I can't understand 
any one hesitating to ask a favour of one so cordial. 
We have no time to lose, and recollect that he who 
wills the end, must will the means. Come, let us 
go to Du Genre without more ceremony." 

The Frenchman being out, Paolo left a card, on 
which he wrote his wish to see him. 

The confession, withheld by Paolo from Salvator, 
was, that of late a coolness had sprung up between 
him and the realist. Du Genre, being a man who 
put method in his dissipation, that is, one who made 
it a point to keep within the limits of his purse, 
seeing that Paolo, on the contrary, was living beyond 
his means, had taken upon himself to remonstrate 
with him repeatedly, and Paolo, too excited to listen 
to reason, had seen fit to take offence at what he 
considered an encroachment on his personal indepen- 
deijce. Hence a comparative estrangement between 
the quondam inseparables. 

Du Genre called on Paolo in the evening, and 
warm was the greeting he gave to Salvator, whose 
presence took him quite by surprise. He evinced 
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none, however, on bearing of Paolo's sadden resolve. 
''He was prepared for anything and everything," 
he said, ''in that quarter; it wouldn't make him 
start if he met Paolo on the Boulevards with a tower 
of Notre Dame under each arm. Always in ex- 
tremes, eh, Paolo ? However, as it must be so, 
let me tell you that, extreme for extreme, I give 
my vote for a six months' campaign in the Crimea 
on short rations, in preference to that infernal gallop 
— excuse me for calling it so — ^which you have been 
keeping up for the last two months." 

" You have characterized my life perfectly," said 
Paolo, good-humouredly ; " be charitable enough 
to help my escape from it," and he proceeded to 
explain the service he needed. Du Genre took up 
the matter with all his old cordiality ; of course, 
he would find a witness, twenty witnesses, any 
number of witnesses, from each and all of the Italian 
States, including the republic of San Marino, but he 
must have a little time. 

Time was the only thing which Paolo could ill 
afford, but circumstances laid their bridle on his 
neck, and forced the curb between his lips. Champ 
the bit as he would, and scatter forth the foam of his 
impatience, three whole days he had to wait. Luckily 
he was not without some imperative occupation. 
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There was, first, his establishment to break up, 
and plenty of accounts to settle, but for these more 
money than time was required. As to the carriage 
and horses he had been fool enough to buy, Du Genre 
took charge of them, and would sell them, when a 
good opportunity occurred. Secondly, there was 
a duty not be omitted — ^the few friends he had so 
long neglected, to see and take leave of. 

Mr. Perrin, Mr. Pertuis, and Mr. Boniface gave 
the young Roman as hearty a reception, as if his 
last call had been paid the day before. Perhaps 
Mr. Boniface, with the good faith of an absent 
man, fancied such to be the case. Busy people 
in large cities, be their business speculative or active, 
are generally apt to overlook the flight of time; 
even the few exceptions to this rule aflTect to do 
so, in order to avoid unnecessary explanations. 

On hearing that he was going to Turin — Paolo 
carefully abstained from breathing a word of the 
Crimea— both Mr. Perrin and Mr. Pertuis, taking 
it for granted that he meant to remain there, ex- 
pressed their approbation of this choice. Sardinia, 
said Mr. Perrin, was fast becoming the centre of 
the Italian movement, and it was to be wished that 
all the scattered energy in the Peninsula should 
converge to that focus. Mr. Pertuis considered the 
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last bold move of Piedmont in the affair of the 
Crimea, as a clief d^ceuvre of statesmanship, and one 
which might have incalculable consequences. Paolo's 
heart swelled with joy as he listened to the golden 
opinions entertained by these talented men, of a 
country which he was in a manner ix> adopt as his 
own, and of a policy in support of which he was 
going to stake his life. 

His visit to the Quai Montebello was reserved 
as a lonne bouche for the last Prudence was the 
only one among Paolo's acquaintances, who seemed 
to have perceived the length of his absence. 

" Oh, Mr. Paul I " she exclaimed, " what a stranger 
you have grown I " 

Tears started into Paolo's eyes at this gentle 
rebuke. 

" Would to God I had been less so ! " he said, 
feelingly ; ^' it would have been better for me and 
others." 

The busy Prosper had had no leisure for recollec- 
tions ; he was as simply overjoyed to see Mr. Paul 
as the children, who came and established themselves 
between their former playmate's knees, and needed 
no urging to empty his pockets of the toys and 
bonbons, with which they were crammed. 

Benoit, telegraphed to from tlie back window, 
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shuffled in presently, and, what with his astonishment 
and emotion, could find nothing better to do than 
to snatch at the famous meerschaum pipe which he 
wore dagger fashion in his belt, and to cry, as he 
flourished it, " Here it is." Day was closing in, 
and Benoit was under the influence of — vapour, as 
he Jesuitically termed it — a toxicological condition, 
which added to his pantomimic, what it took from 
his oratorical, powers. 

The party being thus au complete as Prosper pro- 
fessionally observed, kindly inquiries were exchanged, 
and such bits of information given and elicited hinc 
inde, as Prosper's frequent exits, and the ebb and 
flow of passengers in and out, allowed. The room 
in which they were sitting had undergone some 
repairs; the walls had been freshly papered, and a 
new and neat stove had taken the place of the old 
and rickety one. These improvements were pointed 
out by Prosper with no little pride. 

*^ It is all the doing of the new administration," 
explained the elated little man — "the Compagnie 
G^n^rale des Omnibus — all capitalists cased in 
millions — ^bought up all the lines at an immense 
outlay ; there is nothing like centralization, you see. 
Between you and me, an affair of gold, and perfectly 
respectable." 
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** Are you better paid ? ** asked Paolo ; " that is 
the mo8t interestbg question for me." 

No; my salary is not raised yet, Mr. Paul; 

but we have got a uniform — all our men have 
— handsome, is it not?" and Prosper drew himself 
up to his fall height, and stood complacently to be 
looked at. It was only then that Paolo noticed the 
great fact of Prosper's blue overcoat, with its em- 
broidered collar and cap to match. " Capital cloth ; 
just feel it; smooth as velviBt; and the embroidery 
of real silver ; and we have a waterproof cloak for 
rainy days — ^here it is," 

Paolo approved of the waterproof garment, but 
demurred as to the uniform. Prosper mordictis 
defended his new acquisition. From the Marshal of 
France down to the shop porters, he said, every one 
now-a-days had his uniform. 

" It's the men's crinoline," said Prudence, laughing. 

" Hang the crinoline !" cried Prosper, with sudden 
vehemence; "three-quarters of the complaints made 
to us are caused by that downright abomination. 
Now, a uniform, thank God, is in nobody's way, 
and most comme il faut it is, isn't it, mon par* 
rain?^ 

At this appeal, mon parraiuy who, during the 
debate, had been obstinately .puffing at his empty 
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meerschaum with the gravity of a Cherokee chief, 
got up, made a military salute, and said emphati- 
cally, " The uniform is the man, quoi ?** — too profound 
a dictum not to settle the question. 

After this, Paolo was called on to admire the 
children's copy-books, and to listen to La Fontaine's 
**Ant and the Grasshopper," recited by the eldest 
boy. 

When the little ones, praised, caressed, and loaded 
with gifts, had gone off to bed, Paolo rose and said, — 

** And now, my dear friends, I must also be. off; 
I came to say good-bye to you before leaving Paris. 
I am on the move for Turin." - 

This announcement had the most exhilarating 
effect on the old trooper. He made a feint at Paolo's 
breast, ejaculating, — 

" Fargeur, va— none of that; ha ! ha ! ha I Turin I 
a good joke." 

"Turin!" repeated Prosper, with a lengthened 
face; "far away, isn't it? I hope you don't mean 
to settle there for good and all." 

As to that I can say nothing, my good Prosper ; 

you know that man's decisions are often set aside 
by circumstances." 

" Because," continijed Prosper, " be it said with- 
out meaning to disparage other countries^ I have 






240 LAVINIA. 

always heard that there is no place for comfort like 
Paris ; only to speak of public conveyances, find me 
another city where, for instance, you can go as far 
as from BatlgnoUes to the Jardin des Plantes, a 
little journey, for six sous." 

Paolo assured him that there were plenty of public 
conveyances in Turin, and that the fare from one 
end of the town to the other was only four sous.' 

*^ That's very well — very well indeed ; but, mon- 
sieur, I don't believe Turin covers tlie ground that 
Paris does. However, I am glad to hear what you 

say. Omnibuses speak well for the civilization of a 
place ; but there are omnibuses and omnibuses, you 
know ; and you may take my word for it, there's 
only one ^ Compagiiie Gendrale ' in the world." 

"Will you humour a cliildish fancy of mine?" 
whispered Paolo to Prudence. " Just let me have a 
peep at my old room, will you ?" 

" Most willingly," said she, lighting a candle, and 
leading the way. 

Benoit saluted their exit with a fresh burst of 
laughter, and a "well done, old boyl" In what 
circumstance originated his delusion, that Paolo was 
joking as to his intention of leaving Paris, was, and 
must remain one of the unfathomable mysteries of tipsi- 
ness. Paolo surveyed the back parlour for a moment ; 
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it was empty, cold, and dismal enough, God knows, 
but even sucli as it was, full for him of sweet memories, 
of the sweetest of all those hallowed by disinterested 
affection. He took Prudence by the hand, and 
said, — 

" I have sought for this moment of privacy to tell 

you " there was a knot in his throat which 

stopped his words ; " I want to ask your pardon — 
yes, your pardon — I ought to ask it on my knees — 
here, in this place. Don't look as if you did not 
imderstand for what. You know, and I know, that 
I have been ungrateful to you and yours; that 
I have kept away from you, my benefactress, my 
kind nurse — ^paid you back by shameful neglect 
for the boon of life, that, after God, I owe you. 
If you can say so truly, say that you forgive 
me. 

" If it must be so," said Prudence, smiling through 
her tears, "I will say that I forgive you; though 
I have never felt angry ; and that I bless you, dear 
Mr. Paul, with all my heart. And now, let me 
explain one thing. If I receive the news of your 
departure just now with seeming coolness, don't 
believe that it was from indifference, or resentment, 
indeed, it was neither. The truth is I was prepared 
for it. The moment you came in, I was sure you 
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had come to say good-bje. I was sorry for myself 
but glad for you ; it is for your good, I know. You 
look pale and thin, not like what you were when 
you were writing for Mr. Bonifece. You don't 
look happy." (Paolo here raised his eyes to the 
ceiling, in a way highly confirmatory of Prudence's 
hint) "Will you let me give you a good recipe 
for happiness? I am but a poor uneducated woman^ 
but women have good guesses about some things. 
Find out some nice young lady to love, and who 
will love you, and marry her, though she were a 
bom princess." 

'^Suppose," said Paolo, won by this maternal 
affection to sudden confidence, "suppose the lady 
were already found, and that I feel myself to be 
unworthy of her." 

"Fiddlesticks!" cried Prudence, with a laugh; 
"it's well enough to be modest, but too much of 
anything is bad. I am glad, at all events, that you 
are on the right track; it will come all right at last" 

" Is there nothing in the world I can do for you?" 
asked Paolo, almost imploringly. 

"Not in the way- you mean," was Prudence's 
quick answer; "we are very comfortable indeed; 
but if not too inconvenient perhaps you will let us 
hear of you now and then." 
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Paolo promised, took her in his arms, kissed her, 
and left the room. 

" Adieu, Prosper, adiea, mon vietuCf God bless you 
all." And with another shake of the two men's 
hands, he was gone. 

Good tidings were awaiting him in the Chauss^ 
d'Antin. Du Genre had called, and left word with 
Salvator that he had found the required witness, 
who would be at the Sardinian Consulate the next 
day at noon. No fear but that Paolo was punctual 
to the hour of rendezvous. Everything went as 
smooth as oil, and by three o'clock Paolo was the 
legitimate possessor of a regular passport, duly visid 
by the French police into the bargain. He and 
Salvator accordingly fixed to take their departure by 
that evening's express train for Lyons* 

Clothes, books, boots were tossed into trunks and 
portmanteaus, which were no sooner filled than sent 
off to the terminus> Du Genre making merry the 
while at Paolo's expense* Paolo was in such dread 
of missing the train, that they reached the d^bar- 
cadere exactly two hours too soon— considering 
which> and that none of the three had dined, they 
with common consent sought the refireshment room, 
and ordered dinner. 

Du Genre ate litUe> but, contrary to his custom, 
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drank freely^ talked rather more than nsual^ and 
was more outrageously paradoxical than ever. 

*'An Italy independent and freel" quoth the 
realist^ tossing off a glass of Champagne in response 
to a toast of Salvator's to that effect ** You speak 
of it at your ease, my dear friends, without giving 
a thought to the consequences. *To digest or not 
to digest/ that is the European question involved in 
the Italian one ; and what if I prove to you that the 
status quo of Italy is the sine qud non of a good 
digestion for nine-tenths of Europe ! Make the least 
attempt at change, and jaundice will he the order of 
the day. You ask for evidence, ye hard of under- 
standing I Just handle, gently as a zephyr plays with 
a rose, the Roman question — and to be free, touch 
it you must — and two hundred millions of Catholics 
soon find their gastric juices impaired. Just give 
a wink to the Italian Tyrol — and wink in that 
direction you must, or no independence for you — 
and dyspepsia seizes on more than forty millions of 
your fellow-creatures, whose gospel it is — ^not the 
Gospel of Christ, though — that the saurkrautian 
element was ab cetemo destined to lord it over the 
macaronian element To come down from the whole- 
sale to the retail. Suppress that providential Italian 
issue, and no class, no individual but will sorely 
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suffer from the revulsion. Pablicists, statisticians, 
journalists will be deprived of their richest mine 
of speculation, philanthropists of their favourite dada, 
parliamentary orators of their cue for indignation 
speeches, poets of their camposanto, over wliich to 
sing everlasting requiems, fair readers of Le mie 
Prigioni of a safety-valve for working off their 
surplus of sensibility ; and, to sum up all, the mass 
of nonentities whom God has blessed with a country, 
will sadly miss a point of comparison, which tends 
greatly to their self-glorification. So that, you must 
see, every one will be the worse for the change, and 
none the better — no, not even the Italians. I antici- 
pated the objection. You will be the first to suffer, 
and probo. What is it that gives breadth and 
elevation to the Italian character, and wins favour 
for it? It is the immateriality of their pursuit, and 
the spirit of sacrifice they carry into it Amidst the 
hard race after material interests and enjoyments 
which characterizes the present age, and lowers all 
individuals to the same level, no one can help 
respecting and sympathizing with people original 
enough to stake everything, life included, on some- 
thing that is not tangible, not visible — for an idea. 
Commonplace as we may have become ourselves, we 
are still tickled by originality in others. Well, now 
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for this state of things you are indebted to Austria. 
Rembve the cause, and you remove the effect ; make 
an Italy independent, free and happy, and farewell 
spiritual ballast, farewell poetry, and originality; 
you fall to the ground flat and uninteresting as an 
exhausted balloon ; in fact, you are like the rest of 
the world, worthy of revolving— dtgrntt^ intrare-^h the 
commonplace orbit, which is to speculate in railways^ 
or the funds, get rich, in short, said prendre du ventre.^ 

Men are too often ashamed of appearing as good 
as they are. All the farrage of nonsense just 
delivered by Du Genre had no other object than to 
cover the depths of an emotion much to his credit, 
and which, do what he would to check it, still would 
assert itself in his looks and words at parting. 

^'Farewell, dear Salvator, farewell, dear Tele- 
machus, and sans rancune^ I trust. If I gave you 
cause of complaint, and probably I did, my judgment 
was the guilty party, and not my heart; believe 
me, old fellow, I have got a heart in spite of appear- 
ances, and the day this weary Italian question is 
fairly put, directly and not by ricochet — well, never 
mind the rest. Perhaps after all you are right ; but 
right or wrong, remember I value your friendship, 
and am always at your service. Write sometimes, 
and now, Partant pour la Syrie, and a revoir.^^ 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

SALVATOR WINS THE DAY. 

Down to Lyons and Chambery with the speed of an 
arrow^ and up the Mont Cenis^ grand^ solemn^ 
snowclad Mont Cenis. Paolo had never before seen 
the Alps, he had tried often and often to realize 
them from description ; but what powers of imagina- 
tion can approach such stupendous reality? Paolo 
felt the presence of God in His works, and adored. 

The day was cold and clear, and the old fir-trees 
covered all over with frost, sparkled in the sun like 
gigantic Venetian chandeliers. To lose none of the 
sublime harmonies of the spectacle, Paolo made the 
whole ascent on foot, revelling in that glorious 
s^isation of having, as it were, no body, and being 
wafted along on wings. Salvator's stumpy legs did 
good service in their way, for, with the exception 
of two short lifts, he kept by his tall companion's 
side. 
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And thus the summit was reached ; and lo ! deep 
down below, running at first within narrow defiles, 
but quickly expanding as it stretched onwards, lay 
the valley of Susa — and Susa itself, that brown speck 
in the distance. "Behold her, Salvator," cried 
Paolo. 

" Italy for ever 1 " shouted the lltde man, and for 
the first time since heaven knows how long, he sung 
forth a quotation, even more appropriate than usual 
to the occasion. Ah I del cielo e della terra, Bella 
Italia aei Vonor. 

This passage of the Mont Cenis, Paolo affirms to 
this day, did more to tune his soul once more up to 
an harmonious diapason, than all the books of all the 
moralists put together. Lucky that it was so, for 
delays and disappointments were in wait for him 
at Turin. From every quarter the two young 
Romans received the unpalatable intelligence, that 
no volunteers were admitted into the Piedmontese 
expeditionary corps, but such as had served already, 
and could prove their services. There was, it is 
true, in course of formation a foreign legion for the 
service of England, in which recruits were received 
without any similar condition, and probably Salvator 
had confounded this with the Piedmontese corps. 
The ardent little fellow, however, in no wise daunted, 
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went to some of the deputies, whom he had come 
across in his first visit to the Sardmian capital, and 
npon this slender thread of acquaintanceship, he did 
manage to make his way, and obtain a letter of 
introduction for a high official in the war office ; 
but nothing came of it but a confirmation of the fact, 
that he and his friend were ineligible for service 
in the Crimea. ** Even you yourself will, I am sure, 
acknowledge the necessity for strictness on this 
point," wound up the man in office, with a consoling 
show of sympathy for the disappointment he was 
inflicting. " We are about to confront a formidable 
military power, and that, under the eyes of the two 
best armies in Europe; the honour of our country 
is doubly at stake, and we should be inexcusable, 
did we trust that to other than tried men." 

No bad reasoning, thought to himself the un- 
successful suitor, as he went down the stairs, not 
the less provoking to me and Paolo, though. I 
suppose it's no use trying to see the minister himself, 
of course they have settled one and all to sing the 
same song. But if I could get to the top of the 
tree — to the king — ^he might help one. Full of this 
new idea, he turned mechanically to the right, and 
was roused from his meditation by perceiving the 
royal palace right before him. The iron gates bemg 
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always wide open^ Salvator walked into the spacious 
courts and looked long at the king's dwelling. There 
must be some solace in gazing at the windows of 
those who can influence onr destinies. Lovers, for 
instance^ are never tired of a mute contemplation of 
those of their beloved ones. 

An officer of the National Ghiard^ seemingly on 
duty^ was pacing up and down before the palace. 
He had an open^ communicative countenance. Sal- 
vator directed his own steps so as to approach the 
officer without appearance of design. 

'^ A fine buildings" exclaimed the landscape painter. 

**No doubt," replied the officer. "Excuse me, 
but you seem to be a stranger to Turin." 

" Yes, indeed, I am a Roman," answered Salvator. 
" Are travellers allowed to see the interior of the 
palace ? " 

"Not when his Majesty is there, as is the case 
at this moment. After all, one must not grudge 
kings a little privacy." 

" I am not the man to grudge Victor Emmanuel 
anything," retorted Salvator, briskly. After a little 
pause, he added: "Pray, is his majesty difficult 
of access ? " 

The Piedmontese smiled with a certain pride 
as he said, — 
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** The palace you are looking at, sir, is not Schon- 
brunn. Our king is not a&aid to see anyone; if 
you want to have an audience, all you have to do 
is to forward a request in writing, stating the object 
you have in view, and get your ambassador's sig- 
nature " 

" To tell the truth," interrupted Salvator, '' I don't 
think myself entitled to ask to see his majesty on 
what is only an affair of consequence to myself; 
still I should like to have a peep oillRi Galantudmo, 
and liberty to say a dozen words to him." 

" Then, why not accost him in the street? " sug- 
gested the officer. " He will not take it amiss." 

'^ If I only knew when and where," cried Salvator, 
eagerly. 

" That's easily discovered," said the obliging 
citizen-soldier. " You see that archway to the left 
of this court; go through it — ^you'll find a church 
on your right, skirt its walls till you come to a lane 
that runs behind it. On that side of the lane which 
adjoins the palace, several back-doors open. Through 
one or other of those private doors the king makes 
his exit almost daily between two and three o'clock 
in the afternoon. Mount guard there, and it's ten 
to one but that you will have your wish. But 
beware of looking alarmed or stamraering when you 
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address his majesty ; nothing he dislikes more than 
timidity or slowness." 

Salvator was so elated at the chance thus pointed 
out to him, that, had he followed his first impulse, 
he would have thrown himself, in a transport of 
gratitude, on the neck of liis obliging informant; 
but, on second thoughts, he was wise enough to 
content himself with expressing his thanks in a 
Roman accent, that sounded like soft music in answer 
to the sharp, snipped words of his north countryman. 
Through the archway, round the church, and he 
was in the lane blessed with the palace back-doors, 
in less time than it takes to record his movements. 

Ha 1 ha I friend Salvator, thinks he to himself, here 
is a famous chance for you, if you know how to 
use it; lucky that you are in a fit condition to 
appear before any potentate. (The reader has per- 
haps forgotten that, since his elevation to the post 
of scene-painter, director of choruses, and prompter 
in ordinary to her ladyship Delfiiego y Arcos, Sal- 
vator had adopted a rigorous dress suit of black, 
with white cravat, and frilled shirt.) Yes, a famous 
chance; provided the king comes, though. As to 
nervousness and stammering, and all that sort of 
thing, we'll try to scare his majesty as little as pos- 
sible in that way. 
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In spite of this assurance, however, Salvator felt 
somewhat disturbed, as testified by the dialogue he 
was carrying on with himself aloud ; a fact no sooner 
perceived than checked by a resolute, "None of 
that, sir," and humming a tune, he fell to examining 
the locality, with an eye to the back-doors all the 
while. 

It had wanted a quarter to two when he took 
his position in the lane. Two o'clock struck. All 
the clocks in Turin seemed to have a rendezvous 
over his head — a quarter-past two, half-past two, 
and no arrival, save that of a shower of rain, short 
but heavy, which wet him to the skin. A quarter 
to three — ^three. Poor Salvator began to shake in 
his shoes. Either the king had gone out earlier 
than usual, or was not going out at all. Scarcely, 
however, had he come to this dispiriting conclusion, 
when one of the long-watched back-doors opened, 
and two figures issued firom it. Both gentlemen 
were in plain clothes, but in the foremost Salvator 
immediately recognized the king, and to recognize 
and see the king bear down on him with a firm 
rapid step was one and the same thing. 

Salvator drew back, and had to be quick as 
lightning in taking off his hat — and raising his 
hand in military fashion to his forehead, he stood 
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stiff as a poker^ ready to take adyantage of the 
sUghtest notice. Attracted by the soldierly salnte, 
bis majesty stopped, and with a half smile at the 
qneer figmre with such eager eyes fixed on himself, 
asked, 

" Have you anything to say ? " 

** Please your majesty," was the prompt answer, 
^' we are two Romans, who have come all the way 
from Paris to enlist for the Crimea." 

•*For the Crimea? Are you big enough?" 
asked the king, glancing sharply at the little 
painter* 

** Just the right size for a Bersagliere, please your 
majesty. My friend is as strong and as tall as a 
tower; we have both smelt gunpowder already, 
please your majesty." 

Where ? " inquired the king. 
At the siege of Rome in 1849." 

^* What puts it into your head to go to the 
Crimea?" 

"The wish to qualify ourselves for your next 
campaign in Lombardy, sire." 

His majesty turned with a pleased smile to the 
gentleman accompanying him, then addressing Sal- 

vator: 
" And suppose you are killed in the Crimea ? " 
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" If SO, dulce et decorum ^t pro patria moriy 



Sire. 



tc 



Bravo," cried the king, ** good Latin, and good 
sense. What is your name ? where are you to be 
found?" 

"Angelo Gigli, sire, at your service, and just 
now at the Locanda of the Dogana Vecchia." 

" Addio," said the king, and raising a finger to 
his hat, he passed on. Salvator had maintained his 
military attitude throughout the short dialogue, nor 
indeed did he relinquish it till the king was fairly out 
of sight. 

**But," objected Paolo, when the particulars of 
this meeting with the king were related to him, " you 
were wrong in mentioning two volunteers, you know 
that I go alone." 

" See if you do," quoth Salvator. 

^* Surely you don't mean to go with me," urged 
Paolo. 

See if I don't," quoth Salvator. 
And CleUa?" pleaded Paolo. 
Clelia will have to wait till Sebastopol is taken, 
that's all," said poor Salvator, with very assumed 
glee. 

"And suppose any misfortune happens to 

you?" 



if 

ti 
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*^ Just what his majesty graciously thought pos- 
sible also, forgetting that misfortunes and cannon- 
balls prefer the great; besides/' continued Salvator, 
with great gravity, " to satisfy you, I promise 111 
duck down when I hear a whiz. My good Paolo, 
why grudge a little chap a few laurels to add to his 
height? But what's the use of talking? let us sing 

instead — 

" Se uniti negli afianni, 
Noi fummo sempre insieme/' &c. 

Early next morning a young officer came to 
the Locanda of the Dogana Vecchia to inquire 
for Signer Angelo Gigli. He was aide-de-camp 

to r f a general, who distinguished himself 

in the campaigns of 1848 and 1849, and was now 
named to a high command in the Crimean expedi- 
tion. 

The king had taken such a fancy to the spirited 
young fellow, who spoke with so much assurance of a 
campaign in Lombardy, that he had. requested General 

r f the gentleman in attendance, to see what 

could be done for the would-be volunteer and his 

friend, and General F had in his turn deputed 

his aide-de-camp to fulfil that duty. 

*^ His majesty having expressed a wish favourable 
to you," continued the aide-de-camp, *^ of course my 
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instructions are, that short of some insuperable 
disqualification, your services should be accepted. 
Signor Gigli is rather short, I must say, but active 
and supple, and will do for a sharpshooter. 

As to Signor " 

Mancini," suggested Paolo, 
Signor Mancini will make a capital grenadier. 
Gentlemen, you are of right good stuff; but drill, 
hard constant drill, is necessary to make your good 
qualities of service. Having thus reassured you, 
permit me for a moment to play the part, as it is 
called, of the devil's advocate, and advise you to 
pause and consider well, before you take an irre- 
vocable step. A soldier's life in the field is not the 
poetic thing enthusiastic youths are apt to imagine 
it; on the contrary, it is a terribly matter-of-fact 
business, with drawbacks innumerable. I don't 
allude to the mere common hardships of cold, rain, 
or broiling sun, of hunger and thirst — of days of 
exhausting fatigue, followed by sleepless nights — 
nor yet of sickness and the chances of wounds or 
death. But I speak of the hope deferred, that makes 
the heart sick, of the perpetual annihilation of all 
independent action, all independent judgment, of all 
individuality — a positive torture to gifted minds. I 
speak of the maddening ennui of weeks and months 
TOL. in. 57 
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of inaction, and which makes a soldier's life a life 
of unparalleled triaL Does such a picture tempt 
you?" 

Paolo and Salvator declared that their resolution 
was not to be shaken. 

" So much the better for the service," cried ihe 
officer, rising and shaking both by the hand. " The 
aide-de-camp has done his duty, now allow the 
volunteer of 1848 to congratulate you on your 
decision. Not that the picture I drew was exagge- 
rated, far from it ; but that I see that you have the 
true patriotic feeling, up to any sacrifice. Ad 
augusta per angusta. I was made a soldier by cir- 
cumstances myselfi I was preparing for the bar in 
1848. I abandoned my profession, because I be- 
lieved my country needed my arm. I enlisted — and 
would do so again, though I have gone through all 
that I have described to you. I even think my 
sufferings have ended by endearing a soldier's life to 
me. May it be so with you ! " 

Having now the certitude of being sent to the 
Crimea, Paolo on the morrow went to a public 
notary, and made his will. It was of the simplest; 
he left everything he possessed in the world to his 
dear and faithftJ friend, Angelo Gigli, and in the 
event of his death, then to Clelia Mauri, both of 
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Kome. A few days after^ Paolo entered the first 
regiment of the second infantry brigade^ under the 
command of General Trotti^ and Salvator the second 
battalion of Lamarmora's rifles. A whole month 
elapsed between the day of their enUstment^ and 
that of their embarkation— a month of drUl, and 
nothing but driU, and during which the friends con- 
sequently could see but Uttle of one another. 

Their voyage was made in diflerent transports, 
and once at their destination, their chances of meet- 
ing were of the smallest, the corps to which they 
respectively belonged occupying the two opposite 
extremities of the Sardinian camp. But, as luck 
would have it, towards the end of Jime, the second 
brigade was transferred to the centre, and the diflS- 
culty of getting a peep of each other diminished in 
direct ratio with the diminished distance between 
their divisions. 

Our concern being neither with the Crimean war, 
nor witii the part played in it by the Piedmontese 
Contingent — ^both by this time matters of history, the 
streamlet of our narrative keeps clear of such mighty 
waters to remain constant to the humble track of 
Paolo's and Salvator's fortunes. These were neither 
stirring nor brilliant, and may be disposed of in very 
few words. We have, however, before doing so, a 

57—2 
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duty to discharge towards the reader, whom we 
suppose impatient to learn whether Paolo's new life 
has produced a change for the better in his morbidly 
gloomy mental perspective. 

Paolo, let us hasten to state, was already cured 
before he landed in the Crimea — cured, we mean, of 
the obsession which had haunted him in Paris. 
Though ready to die for his country, he was recon- 
ciled to life — nay, more than that, deeply penitent 
for having despised that boon, and of having contem- 
plated, even for a moment, the throwing of it aside 
as a burden. Physical and moral agencies, change 
of scene, bodily exertion, the stir of patriotic passions 
aroimd him, the new elevating aim offered to his 
activity, the sense of his own usefulness, had one and 
all helped to bring about this result. Yet it must 
not be supposed that he had learned to view, with 
more indulgence than formerly, his late follies — ^no 
such thing — his abhorrence of them continued un- 
abated, not so his utter hopelessness of ever being 
able to redeem those errors. They seemed so far 
away, too, those ill-omened days of Paris — while, 
by an opposite play of mental optics, other times, 
other images and scenes, of a far more distant date, 
seemed things of yesterday ; for instance, that charm- 
ing first interview with Lavinia in his studio, in Via 
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Frattina — he heard again and again the soft rustling 
like summer air among the trees, which heralded her 
approach — again and again he was sensible of those 
ambrosial odours which ever floated around her; 
every graceful kind word or action of that happy 
lunch at the Palazzo Morlacchi, was again vividly 
before him, he saw her again, as he had seen and 
believed her then, the good genius of her uncle's 
household; and constant, more than all, was the 
living remembrance of their leave-taking at Rome ; 
of the touching earnestness of her repentance, and 

« 

the unconditional surrender of her own will to his, 
which had sealed the renewal of their former engage- 
ment. 

On these crumbs of the past Paolo's soul fed, and 
throve; but not on them alone. It had besides a 
substantial honeycomb to fe^t upon — her last letter. 
He guarded it as he would have done " the instru- 
mental parts of his religion." He had folded it 
carefully in soft paper, and carried it in his bosom, 
close to his heart, that, should he die, it might be 
buried with him. Knowing it thoroughly by heart, 
he stiU read it over and over again, and on many a 
dark, lonely night, had recited to himself its contents, 
finding in it a talisman against heavy thoughts. 
Does any one call this childlike infatuation ? Child- 
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like perhaps, but not the less attended with positive 
and beneficial results ; for out of the few data in that 
letter, Paolo was reconstructing inch by inch liis 
spiritual world — a Lavinia hallowed by adversity, 
his own love purified by humility — and withal all the 
lofly aspirations which refine and exalt human nature. 
Was this nothing? 

And now to leave these poetical heights for the 
flat level of matter-of-fact every-day life. Dull, 
dreary and trying enough was that of our two ci- 
devant painters in their quarters on the Tchemaya. 

The Piedmontese Contingent were paying to the 
deadly climate of the Crimea a heavy tribute. Sick- 
ness and death in their most repulsive shapes put out 
of question for a time all active operations on their 
part, and many a gallant fellow had much to do to 
bear up against the disheartening efiects of the awftJ 
visitation, and the relative idleness and want of 
excitement consequent upon it. We say *' relative 
idleness," for, of course, there was more than enough 
of mounting guard, of patrolling, and picketing, and 
raising of epaulementa for the able-bodied ; but these 
occupations, though affording a temporary relief, had 
too little of excitement in them, to counteract the 
gloom which hung over Uie sick camp. 

Our two volunteers stood the ordeal bravely. 
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and without flinching ; no small praise, if it be troe 
that— 

** It is the detail of blank interyal, 
The patient sufferance where no action is, 
That proves our nature. Many are who act, 
But, oh, how few endure ! " 

Paolo and his little friend did more than endure^ 
they helped and encouraged. Now it was that 
Salyator's comic powers, and large stock of quotations 
from his peculiar and favourite literature, proved of 
real practical use in cheering many a desponding 
heart. Nor was he chary of his talents, though his 
blanched cheeks of late were in pathetic contrast to 
hifl fan and droUeiy. 

For, even Salvator's inexhaustible flow of spirits 
was no buckler against the grasp of disease. One 
Sunday, the last of the month of July, he was absent 
at the church parade. To Paolo's anxious inquiries 
after his friend, the reply was that "the little 
Roman" had been taken ill and carried to the 
hospital marquee. 

For obvious reasons, access to the temporary 
hospital of the Sardinians, was interdicted to all 
but those haviag oflScial business there, and Paolo 
could get no admission ticket However, through 
the kind oflSces of General F 's aide-de-camp — 
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the same who had come to the Locanda of the 
Dogana Vecchia in Turin, and who had shown 
constant kindness to his protigis daring the campaign, 
Mancini received news of Salvator, which relieved 
his worst fears. His complaint, according to the 
physicians, was not one attended by dangerous 
symptoms; an intermittent fever, such as he had 
had once before at Rome, likely to be long and 
tedious, but not putting life in jeopardy. This prima 
facie view of Salvator's case was confirmed later, 
when at the end of the first week in August, the 
expectation of an attack by the allies on the tower 
of Malakoff, caused all the hospitals in camp to be 
cleared out, and Paolo further learned to his great 
satisfaction, that his sick friend had been transferred 
to Balaklava, from whence, as soon as it could be 
done with safety, he would be conveyed to the 
hospital of Scutari. 

To prevent all false alarms or possible miscon- 
ceptions, which Salvator's prolonged silence might 
entail on Clelia, Paolo thought it best to apprise her 
at once of the real state of affairs, by a letter which 
also contained a cheque for a considerable amount 
of scudi. By the same post, he wrote, as he had 
promised, to Prudence, informing her of his being, 
for the present, a soldier, and enlarging on the 
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gallantry and the sociability of her own countrymen 
in the Crimpa. 

The next salient point in Paolo's Crimean life, 
was a reconnaissance made by the Sardinians on the 
13th of August, and the most lively anticipations of 
which were unfortunately frustrated. The expe- 
ditionary corps swept over the plateau on the other 
side of the Tchernaya, and to the banks of the 
Tchontion, without finding a trace of the enemy. 

The 16di of August dawned at last, a day which 
was to be one of hard but glorious work for the 
allies, and in which the Piedmontese were to have 
their share of hardship and glory. 

At the break of day, the line of the Tchernaya 
was attacked in gallant style by the Russians, who, 
after a momentary success, and not without a most 
obstinate struggle, were finally thrown back with 
great loss. This battle of the Tghemaya, according 
to competent judges, sealed the fate of Sebastopol. 
Paolo had the good luck to be one of the division 
Trotti, which was engaged in the action; nay, to 
belong to the very battahon which was sent to harass 
the retreat of the enemy. Mancini did not at one 
stroke run his lance through half-a-dozen Russians 
— ^by-the-bye, he had no lance — nor did he achieve 
any other supernatural feat in the knight-errantry 
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line; bnt his behaviour throoghont was steady and 
resolute enough to be noticed by the men and 
officers of his company. The greats their pity 
when they saw him sta^er^ reel^ and &11 to the 
ground. It was the last discharge but one of the 
retreating artillery which had done the deed. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

BENEFICIAL CATASTROPHE. 

It is now high time to return to Paris, and see what 
has been going on at Dr. Temel's sanitary establish- 
ment. Miss Clara's pen has been busily at work 
during this interval, and her letters to Owlscombe 
and Scutari, if textually given, would iill a good- 
sized volume, which would raise the- number of our 
volumes to four. Now, it being against rule for a 
fashionable novel, such as this professes to be, to 
go beyond the sacred figure of three, we shall take 
the liberty of squeezing out of Miss Clara's corre- 
spondence all the facts of any importance, and offer- 
ing the summary to the reader. 

Dr. Temel having done all in his power by word 
of mouth, to arouse in his English patient an under- 
standing of the reality preparing for him, at length 
thought the moment had come for taking a step 
further in the same direction. Accordingly, one 



^*' /Ajr tfirectect to himself was put 

gKftni'^S' ^^fg iand — a letter dated iGrom 

/pt*> ^^' he^S *^® Wareham post-mark^ 

i)^l^ '^ Clar&^s well-known hand, and signed 

n-rltt^'' ^^a in full She wrote that she had 

^ / Jii5 b^ing An Paris in the Rue St. Domi- 

. grid ^^^> heing now in possession of his 

j^resSf she had instantly determined on going to 

jjer old friend. Would he not be glad to see 

Iter? 
fhe doctor anxiously watched the effect of this 

jetter: rather to his surprise, it was one far from 

gfltisfactory. Thornton looked thoughtful, was much 

absorbed after its perusal; talked a good deal to 

himself, but never spoke to the doctor. Mr. Temel 

had to break the ice himself. 

" Well," he began, cheerfully, " you have received 
good news, I know. Miss Clara is already on her 
way hither." 

" How came you to know that? " asked Mortimer, 
after pondering awhile. 

" I have a letter from her also. See, here it is," 
and the doctor produced it. 

Thornton looked at it, then said sternly, — 

" It is all a hoax ; since when have the dead 
taken to writing ? " 
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"But Miss Clara is not dead — that is a mere 
morbid fancy of yours. Miss Clara is full of 
life and energy and affection for her dear old 
friend." 

Thornton shook his head despondingly. 

" Who ought to know better than I, who am her 
murderer ? " 

" I hold in my hand a plain undeniable proof that 
you are mistaken," urged the doctor, tapping her 
letter, "You are quite right in saying that dead 
persons cannot write — now Miss Clara does write, 
you know her writing." 

" Once upon a time I did," said the unfortunate 
Englishman; "but who can tell? hands are so 
easily counterfeited. Have you ever advertised for 
a missing friend ? " 

" Never," replied the doctor. 

"Well then, do so; and youll see what comes 
of it. There are plenty of people who trade in 
heartless hoaxes. When the steamship Fresident 
was lost, there was no end of such. I have had 
experience, for I was taken in myself," and he went 
on to relate his trip to Havre, and his cruel disap- 
pointment 

No reasoning, no appeals from the doctor could 
undo this new twist of his patient's mind. It would 
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be unsafe to ventnre on a more tangible proof of his 
error. Better wait for a favourable change of mood 
— such was the doctor^s decision. 

" We must not risk too hastily our last, our only 
chance," he said to Miss Clara. *' Though the best- 
matured plan may fail, yet let us at least do all 
that humanly can be done, to have the odds on our 
side." 

The first failure had not caused the indefatigable 
doctor to relax in his activity, he only varied the 
means to his end. What the sight of Miss Clara's 
handwriting had failed to do, perhaps her voice, that 
most powerful of instruments to strike home to the 
heart, might accomplish, especially if connected with 
old associations. In furtherance of this plan. Dr. 
Temel had a piano put in a small room at the back 
of the establishment, adjoining his own study, and 
the only window of which looked into the park. In 
this species of light closet Miss Clara spent many 
anxious hours, recollecting and practising those tunes 
and songs, which she thought would most powerfiilly 
recall old times to Mortimer. 

The doctor, on his side, undertook to persuade his 
patient to go out, and enjoy the sight of the first 
coming into leaf of the trees. Thornton's servant 
having already [received instructions to take his 
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master to the particular spot^ which it was desirable 
he should visit. It was long before Mortimer could 
be prevailed upon to comply with the doctor's wish. 
Inclined at all times to be sedentary and solitary, he 
had grown still more so of late. One day, however, 
when it was least expected, out he went, and follow- 
ing on the steps of the servant, came under the 
closet window. A short prelude of chords, followed 
by Weber's Derniire Pensiey rooted him to the spot. 
He looked up to the window from whence the sound 
proceeded, and listened intently. The doctor from 
behind the blind studied the play of Thornton's 
physiognomy with intense interest He desired Miss 
Clara to sing, and she began at once. 

The effect of her voice was instantaneous upon 
the eager listener. He started violently, clasped his 
hands together, and his eyes iilled with tears. 

'* Now or never," whispered Dr. Temel in great 
excitement ; " sing on, sing on. 111 bring him here at 
once. Courage 1 " 

It took him but a minute to run down the stairs, 
and round the house to Thornton; but in that 
minute there had been time enough for a change. 
When the doctor came up to him, Thornton's 
brow was lowering, and his eye fixed on the 
ground. 



272 LAVINIA. 

^' Miss Clara is there,'* said Doctor Temel, point- 
ing to the window above their heads. 

Thornton looked np with a glance full of sus- 
picion, 

^* She is singing for you," went on the physician ; 
"you will go to her, will you not?" 

Thornton slunk back m silence. 

" Why don't you wish to see Miss Clara, your 
dear old friend?" 

Thornton vehemently shook his head; without 
speaking a word recoiled still farther, and ended by 
hurrying away altogether. 

Tears started into the good doctor's eyes at having 
to return alone to the anxious young lady, with news 
of this second discomfiture. Had Thornton's mood, 
at first hearing her voice, but lasted a few minutes 
longer, there was no saying what might have been 
the result Cruel, cruel, indeed, to founder in sight 
of port. But what was delayed was not lost The 
doctor had too thorough an experience of the habits 
of diseased minds, not to feel assured that Thornton 
would revisit the spot, where he had received so 
strong an impression. And then the missed oppor- 
tunity might be found again. With such and other 
cheering predictions, the sympathizing doctor tried 
to allay the shock of Miss Clara's disappointment. 
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This opportunity, however, did not present 
itself for the next fortnight Thornton went two 
or three times into the grounds during that period, 
but studiously avoided the place to which his servant 
would have enticed him. Dr. Ternel perceived also 
that he was more agitated, and his thoughts more 
disordered than before the last experiment 

One afternoon Miss Clara was sitting at the piano 
— it was a lovely, mild April day — and as her eyes 
rested on the bright tender green of the trees oppo- 
site, her fingers wandered half-unconsciously over 
the keys. All of a sudden she felt she was no longer 
alone. A figure was standing on her right, too tall 
to be Dr. Ternel ; surely then it must be Thornton. 
Startled beyond all conception as she was, she had 
been too well warned and instructed by the doctor 
as to what was chiefly to be avoided in a like emer- 
gency, to show her agitation. She accordingly con- 
tinued to strike the keys, striving the while to regain 
full self-control ; at last, she gently turned towards 
him, and said, — 

** Is that you, Mortimer ; how do you do ? " and 
without rising, she held out her hand to him. 

He did not take it, but examined her face calmly 
enough, though with a shade of timidity. 

" Shall I sing Queen Mob to you ? " resumed Clara. 
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*^ It used to be a great fayourite of yours at Owls- 
combe; you recollect it, don't you ?" 

He did not answer the question, but, as if ponder- 
ing, still gazed at her. At last he exclaimed, — 

" Where can the other be, I wonder ?" 

"The other who?" said she, rising cautiously. 
** There is only one Clara, you know — ^your Clara. 
Won't you shake hands with her?" 

She bent forwards a little as she spoke. 

He looked pleased, and smiled, hesitated if he 
should take the proffered hand or not, then, with a 
childlike gesture, touched it rapidly, but immediately 
drew back his own, muttering to himself, with down- 
cast eyes, — 

"How can it be?" 

Clara approached him softly, took both his hands 
in hers, and plunging her eyes into his, said, — 

" Clara, your Clara." 

Thus they stood, perhaps, ten seconds, hand in hand, 
face to face. To his had returned full consciousness, 
but a change speedily came over it As waters 
touched by a sunbeam, when a cloud intervenes, 
lose their transparency, and in a twinkling become 
livid, so did Thornton's countenance lose all its 
limpidity, and grew at once grey and haggard. 

" Don't touch my hand," he cried, " it is cursed ; 
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it is the hand of a murderer," and he struggled to 
disengage himself from her grasp. She strove to 
maintain her hold, trying at the same tune to soothe 
and pacify him with gentle loving words. To no 
avail. Just as, in the pitiable contest, they had 
unwittingly got near to the open window, a man 
dashed noisily into the room. 

This proved more ihan sufficient to heighten 
Thornton's excitement into positive madness. ^^ The 
avenger, the avenger I " he shouted, and, shaking off 
Miss Clara violentlv, in another moment he had 
flung himself out of the window. A double scream 
rent the air ; she looked out, saw a motionless form 
lying on the ground; saw a red stream flow from 
under it, and fell back senseless. 

The person, whose sudden entrance had brought 
about this frightful catastrophe, was Thornton's 
servant, who, .on missing his master, had first 
searched the grounds, and not finding him there, had 
next gone to report his disappearance to Dr. Temel. 
Unluckily, the doctor was not in his study, and the 
man becoming sensible that some sort of scuffle was 
taking place in the next room, had hurried in ; with 
what result, we know. 

He immediately raised an alarm, that speedily 
brought half the household to the spot. Dr. Temel 
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among the rest Consigning Miss Clara, now in 
violent hysterics, to the care of one of his assistants, 
the doctor, ashy pale but collected, hastened to see 
what could be done for the more serious case. 
Thornton was carried with all speed to his own 
room, and upon examination it was found, that, 
beside many relatively unimportant injuries, his 
right thigh was broken. The fracture was instantly 
and successfully reduced, and stimulants administered; 
every resource of art, however, failed to restore the 
sufferer to consciousness. The day wore on, night 
<»ame, and another day dawned, and still Thornton 
lay insensible, and but for his fainting, fluttering 
pulse, might have been supposed dead. 

Great was the doctor's dread of a concussion of 
the brain, beyond the power of mortal skill to cure ; 
but this dread he kept locked within his breast, 
-while, under his own superintendence, every known 
remedy was unflinchingly persevered in ; not a 
moment's rest did he take, only leaving Thornton's 
sick bed to bring words of encouragement to 
Miss Clara, lying in a feverish state in the room 
of one of the needlewomen of the establishment 
Dr. Temel, by turns physician and comforter, 
wrestled valiantly with both bodily and mental 
sufferings. 



BENEFICIAL CATASTROPHE. 277 

About noon of the day following that of the dire 
events Clara^ quite worn out^ had fallen into a sleep^ 
when the doctor entered her room. He looked 
greatly excited, and was evidently struggling for 
self-command. It often happens tliat the men most 
hardened to painful emotions lose all their power 
of self-control under the pressure of joy. 

" He is dead I ^ screamed Clara, starting up in 
her bed, her eyes wide with terror. 

" He is alive,** shouted the doctor, with elation ; 
**he is conscious — he is I am a great fool; 

prepare yourself for " ' 

** Tell me, good doctor — oh ! tell me," cried poor 
Clara. 

** Cured I cured I ^ was all that the doctor managed 
to say, accompanied by something mightily like a 
caper. QlarsL threw up her arms in speechless grati- 
tude, and fell back on her pillow in a paroxysm of 
tears. 

There is no better sedative for overwrought feeling 
than a good fit of crying ; and presently the young 
lady was calm enough to hear what the doctor had 
to relate. He told her, that after a twenty hours' 
application of the strongest stimulants, Thornton 
had at last revived, and the first thing he had done, 
was to motion to Dr. Ternel to lean down close 
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to hinij and then^ in a scarcely audible whisper^ 
had asked, " Where is Clara ? ** 

"I told him," continued Dr. Temel, **you were 
in the lingerie, and he desired me to come at once, 
and tell you that, thanks to you, he was cured, 
and that, if he lived, it would be to bless to the 
last day of his life, her, who had restored him to 
reason." 

Three days later, Clara was allowed to show her- 
self to her friend ; literally but show herself, for it 
was only under an express condition that she would 
neither speak nor be spoken to, that Thornton and 
she were allowed to meet. A useless proviso, after 
all, for neither could have said a word, so choked 
were both by tears. 

Tears served indeed for all explanation between 
them — ^nothing more, not a word, even after all 
embargo to conversation had been taken off. And 
when, installed in the sick room, with a female 
attendant as chaperone, Clara proved herself the 
most intelligent, tender, and devoted of nurses, 
never did Thornton make any allusion to the past, 
but it was speedily drowned in their mutual tears. 

Thornton, as may easily be beheved, was, under 
the circumstances, the most docile and grateful of 
patients; he spoke little, though he felt so much; 
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but he murmnred over and over again to himself, 
even in his sleep, ** angel, angel,** and often asked 
of some invisible Mend what he had done to deserve 
this bliss of blisses. As to the kind doctor, he looked 
ten years younger than he had done the previous 
month, and his white cravat and shirt-frill, at one 
period rather neglected, shone with all their pristine 
lustre. 

Thus a month went by, and then another, and 
the sun was warm, and the grounds all decked in 
green, and the parterres a mass of colour ; and Thorn 
ton began to hobble about upon his crutches, or 
rather upon his crutch, for that on the side Miss Clara 
walked, was superseded by her arm. The sun pre- 
sently grew almost too hot, and shady walks were 
preferred, and the wooden crutch disappeared; the 
other, the soft, slender arm, was always, oh ! always 
there. And save a shade of lameness, which would 
vanish in time, Mortimer Thornton was, to all intents 
and purposes, his former self again— that is, his body ; 
for, as to his mind, that had undergone a change 
indeed, and not for the worse. 

With summer's glad time, little projects budded 
forth, and Mortimer began to feel the expediency 
of shifting his quarters, and of leavmg room in the 
establishment, to him thrice blessed, for some other 
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more in need of assistance than^ thank God^ he 
now was. It was then Miss Clara wrote to Nelly 
and George that they were wanted^ and George and 
Nelly set off without delay, and arrived in Paris 
in the first week of July. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

. all's well that ends well. 

The scene of this last stage of our journey is the 
court of the Barrack Hospital at Scutari, in the 
latter days of September. The court swarms with 
soldiers in all the varieties of the uniforms of the 
alUed forces in the Crimea — English, French, and 
Piedmontese — ^but the British regimentals far pre- 
dominate. A lamentable sight, including, as it does, 
every shape of human wreck, which the most lugubri- 
ously disposed fancy could evoke, from the poor fellow 
yonder, who hobbles along minus a frozen foot, to 
that misshapen bundle of living flesh, with no arms 
and no legs, that lies upon a bench. Many crawl 
about with all their limbs, whose wasted frames 
and cadaverous hues tell even a more pitiful tale 
than that of their mutilated brethren. Returning 
health and vigour shine in the looks of a few, but 
even returning health and vigour are sad here, from 
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the melancholy contrast they offer to decay, past 
recovery. 

Several of the convalescents are walking about, 
alone, in couples, or standing in little knots; many 
are seated, conversing or reading; here and there 
one dictates a letter to a more learned comrade. 
Occasionally, a female figure dressed in gray, wear- 
ing a band across her shoulder, with ** Scutari Hos- 
pital " embroidered on it, flits through the crowd on 
some charitable errand ; and the crowd opens before 
the flitting figure, and all caps are lifted, and grate- 
ful glances meet hers, as if she were some gracious 
queen. 

We must single a group out of the motley throng. 
A handsome young man, very pale, with jet-black 
hair closely cut, is on his knees before a bench, 
drawing, on a large sheet of paper. Though there 
is no wind stirring, his foraging cap lies on one 
comer of the paper, and a stone on the other, to fix 
it down. The gray capote of the Piedmontese 
infantry is thrown loosely over his shoulders, as if it 
were a cloak, the sleeves dangling empty behind. 
While drawing, he converses with a fine young 
woman, grave and dignified looking, in spite of her 
humble attire, and of her occupation, which just then 
was that of mending a stocking. Her southern 
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origin is written in nnmistakeable characters in her 
raven hair and eyes and soft olive complexion. A 
third person takes part now and then in the con- 
versation, and rarely without producing an exhil- 
arating effect. This third person is a little fellow 
in the short gray cloak of the Sardinian Bersaglieri, 
and the longest and most Indicroos of striped cotton 
caps, the tassel of which bobs perpetually back and 
forward, in obedience to the quick and never-ceasing 
jerks and twists of its owner's head. The business 
of this little Bersagliere seems to be to march round 
and round, the bench, brandishing a long stick, and 
singing whenever not speaking — 

** Su, da bravi, figliuoli, coraggio, 
Che fra i sassi s* arriva alia gloria." 

" Yes," said Clelia, " it is as I told you. He came 
on board our steamer at Leghorn, he was bent on 
reaching Balaklava." 

"This beats all his past tricks," said Paolo, 
laughing. *^ Count Fortiguerra turned Polish noble- 
man — an exile of course, and singing to the guitar." 

" And a very good affair he made of it, I assure 
you," continued Clelia; "copper, and even silver, 
rained into his begging plate. He has an excellent 
barytone voice, I must say, and he manages it 
well." 
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"A rival for you, Salvator," cried Paolo; "III 
bet you anything he makes his way to Scutari one 
of these days." 

"If he does," said Salvator, "I'll take care to 
make him go back faster than he came." 

*^ Mere professional rivalry," quoth Paolo. " The 
primo tenor assoluto is jealous of the barytone." 

" Pray, Salvator, may we ask what this infallible 
charm is for getting rid of him ? " said Clelia. 

" The unmaskmg him, of course." 

" Even if you wished to do so — ^which I much 
doubt if you once saw him," said Clelia, quietly; 
"poor fellow he is old, and sadly out at elbows 
— well, if you had all the will in the world, I doubt, 
Salvator, your power to get the better of Count 
Fortiguerra, or whatever he may now call himself. 
He is a consummate actor, and personates any 
character he assumes to the very life. To see him 
in his square Polish cap, and surtout all bebraided 
with loops and frogs, a white tuft on his chin, and 
large white moustaches, to hear him talking of the 
campaign of 1830, — impossible not to believe him to 
be one of the noble relics of the heroes of Ostrolenka. 
Not a soul on board the steamer — and some Poles 
were there — ever doubted for a moment his assumed 
nationality and story ; and whoever had ventured to 
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impeach the old rogue, would have fared ill, I assure 
you." 

** Impudence, I perceive, is the safest capital in 
this world," observed Mancini. ^* Did you find out 
whether he recollected you ? " 

"That he did," answered Clelia; "one day I 
spoke to him in Italian, and there was a full admis- 
sion in the roguish wink that accompanied his reply, 
^ JParlare Italiano molto giovinettOy vecchio scordato 
tutto quanto.^ " 

"You saw nothing of his Achates, the cheva- 
Ker ? " 

Before Clelia could reply to Paolo's question, 
Salvator, in a startled tone, exclaimed, — 

" By the Capitol, a younger brother of Mentor, I 
declare." 

Paolo turned round, and saw a tall man in plain 
clothes striding across the court, on his way out. 

" By heaven, it is himself," cried Paolo, jumping 
up, and darting after the retreating figure. 

At the soimd of his name, Thornton looked back, 
put up his eye-glass, and with the exclamation, 
** God be praised ! " hurried towards Paolo. ** Now 
then, I am indeed happy," added Thornton, pressing 
the young man's right hand within both his own. 
Paolo fixed a long, eager, inquiring look on his 
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benefactor. Changed^ radically changed^ the ex- 
pression of his face, the tones of his voice — ThomtoD^ 
indeed, but surely not the Thornton of Rome. 

*^ Thank God, I see you so well — ^better than I ever 
hoped to see you ! " said Paolo, with emotion. 

^^ Happiness, Paolo, happiness has been the great 
magician. Yes, indeed, many things are altered 
since we parted, and I have been more lucky than 
I deserved. You see in me a man restored to health 
of mind and body, to a sound appreciation of men 
and things — a man made happy, in short, by love — 
the love of an angel, she whom I had most wronged. 
But let us not talk of me just now ; tell me how it 
is you are here — ^what became of you in Paris — teH 
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^*Come and sit down a moment," said Paolo, 
pointing to the bench where he had left Clelia and 
Salvator; "there are some more of your friends 
from Rome here." 

" How glad my wife will be 1 " said Thornton. 

"Your wife 1" 

" Did I not tell you I had an angel to take care of 
me ? Lavinia is here too, Paolo." 

" Lavinia ?" gasped forth MancinL 

" Ay, indeed ; she makes one of our family for 
the present. Oh, Paolo! merciful heavens! what 
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IS this?" cried Thornton suddenly, stopping short, 
his every feature working with emotion. 

Thornton, in mentioning Lavinia, had affectionately 
pnt forth his hand to take hold of Paolo's left arm, when 
he suddenly discovered that there was none there. 

*^ One of the many chances of war," said Paolo, 
with a quiet smile; ^^I am thankful it is the left 
and not the right" 

** Oh, my noble boy 1" exclaimed Mortimer, clasp- 
ing Paolo to his bosom, and, all English as he was, 
and nsed to control his feelings, he burst fairly into 
a fit of crying. 

Clelia and Salvator now approached, and greetings 
were exchanged. Too moved to say much, Thornton 
made up by warmth of manner for deficiency of 
speecL They all sat on a bench, and before every- 
thing else, Paolo had to give a very minute accoimt 
of all that related to his wound, and consequent ampu- 
tation. This was followed by a short summary of 
what had befallen him since his separation from 
Thornton ; nor did he spare himself when he got on 
the chapter of his Paris dissipation. Mortimer, in 
his turn, related his own strange story. The reader 
already knows most of its gloomy, but only a little 
of its bright side. To complete this last, a few lines 
will suffice. 
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Thoniton and Clara's marriage had taken place at 
the rritiMi embassy in the m' '-h of August, and 
Lrido and bildegrooin were on the eve of starting for 
Cypress Hal), accompanied, of course, by Mr. and 
IVIrs. Avcling, when they received very alarming 
tidinirs from Scutari. Lavinia had been struck 
down by cliolera. Thornton forthwith proposed that 
they should go to Scutari. " We shall thus realize 
your former plan," said he to Clara, *^and enter 
actively into that partnership in good works, which 
we have f:£jfecd that our united life should be. 
If wc rjvi\ 3 too late — which God forbid ! — ^to be of 
use to our dear young friend, we may be in time, 
at all events, to do some little good to others.** 

]Mrs. Tliomton wanted no persuasion, she had had 
the very same thought Dr. Temel, consulted upon 
this project, approved of it warmly. A poet like 
M\\ Avcling could not but have his fancy tickled by 
the prospect of a journey to the East. Mrs. Aveling 
had no will but her husband's will; in short, the 
quatuor embarked at Marseilles instead of at 
Boulogne, and had the great consolation, on arriving 
at Scutari, to find Lavinia out of danger, and fast 
recovering. 

Within a few miles of the general hospital, where 
Lavinia lay, was an untenanted country-house, the 
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property of an English merchant, who preferred 
remaining for the present in Constantinople. This 
yilla, tolerably well ftimished, the proprietor had 
willingly let to Thornton; and as soon as it could 
be safely done, the exhausted convalescent had been 
conveyed thither. 

The general hospital, just mentioned above, it is 
scarcely necessary to explain, was not the same 
as that into whose court we have just introduced the 
reader, the common appellation of which was 
barrack hospital, and distant about half a mile from 
the general hospital. In this last it was that Lavinia 
had been on duty when taken ill; and to it, save 
an occasional visit to the other on special business, 
Thornton and his party had confined their charitable 
exertions. This was how it had happened, that 
neither Paolo, nor Salvator, nor Clelia, inmates long 
before Paolo of the barrack hospital, had ever met 
Thornton. 

**Are you able for a short hour's ride?" asked 
Mortimer of Paolo, when their mutual expla- 
nations were over; "but I forgot you are na 
rider." 

*^I can ride pretty well now," answered Paolo- 
reddening; " I have paid dear enough for my in- 
struction." 
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** But are you sure it will not OYer-&tigue you? " 
insisted Thornton. 

^^ Quite sure — ^I consider myself all but weU.*^ 

" The roadj if road it can be called, is so abomin- 
ably bad^ that it admits of no carriage; but we 
may make a leisurely ride of it. I know that my 
wife will not be satisfied unless you go to see her 
and her friend directly. What do you say, shall 
I come for you to-morrow morning at ten? Will 
ihat suit you ? I will accompany you back in the 
evening." 

^^ I see, I am doomed always to be a trouble to 
you," said Paolo. 

*^ Trouble 1 " repeated Mortimer, ^* that is a word 
which won't do between you and me. I am going 
to re-assert all my rights as Mentor, my dear Tele- 
machus, I give you fair warning," and with this 
kindly threat Mortimer took his departure. 

Paolo had not a wink of sleep that night, and we 
might bet a good sum, safe to win, that his were 
not the only pair of eyes of our acquaintance, 
which, within the circuit of less than a hundred 
miles, obstinately refused to close in slumber. 

With military precision, Thornton arrived at the 
barrack hospital at ten next morning;' Paolo in a 
moment was in the saddle, and off they went The 
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road was execrable, Paolo did not find it out — the 
prospect was bewitching, he was blind to it — Thorn- 
ton spoke — he was deaf to his words. Sight, hear- 
ing, sensations, were all engrossed by one image, 
Lavinia; one thought, he was about to see her 
again. His friend tmderstood this state, and re- 
spected it, maintaining silence for a time ; but when 
within half an hour of their destination, he forced 
Paolo's attention from Lavinia to Lavinia's history. 

Pack) listened eagerlj enough now, to Mortimer's 
account of her altered circumstances, how it had 
come out, shortly after Mrs. Jones's death that La- 
vinia was not Mr. Jones's niece nor in any way 
related to him, but the child of a poor weaver, 
which out of interested motives had been substituted 
for the real Lavinia Jones; how, on discovering 
this, Lavinia had left Mr. Jones's house to seek by 
her own exertions to support herself, and how it 
was in the course of such endeavours, that she had 
been brought in contact with the present Mrs. 
Thornton; how at last the consequence of this 
meeting had been that the two young women had 
volunteered to go to the East, whither, however, 
Lavinia alone had gon^, her companion remaining 
behind in Paris for Thornton's sake. 

Thornton made no mention of the circmnstances, 
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which had obliged Lavinia to quit Mr. Jones's house^ 
in order not to give his friend gratuitous pain. He 
also withheld another fact^ viz. that Lavinia's parents 
had never been married. This was anotlier secret, 
and of so delicate a nature, that Thornton did not 
feel justified in divulging it without the express 
permission of the person it concerned. 

** It was all for the dear girl's good," woimd up 
Thornton ; " she is come out of her trials a new and 
a charming creature. Thrice blessed the man who 
may call her his own." 

Paolo did not speak on this hint, and the rest of 
the ride passed in unbroken silence. 

Two ladies were sitting in the ^porch of the villa, 
when the riders dismounted, neither of them Lavinia. 
These two ladies, so like each other that they could 
not be supposed other than two sisters, and a tall, 
rather absorbed-looking gentleman, with the most 
shaggy and disordered of natural wigs, came forward 
to shake hands with Paolo, and, taking possession 
of him, half led, half carried him into a sitting-room, 
forced him, in spite of his protestations that he was 
not in the least tired, to stretch himself out at 
full length on a sofa, covered him with shawls, 
and overpowered him with consommes, wines, kind 
looks, and kindest inquiries. 
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Paolo was still panting under this avalanche of 
cordiality, when Thornton appeared, leading in 
Layinia. 

" Here is our other interesting invalid," he said ; 
** I think there is no need of any introduction." 

The meeting between the tWo was such, as from 
their respective situations, and the circumstances 
under which they met, might have been anticipated ; 
full of repressed emotion, and painful embarrassment. 
Mrs. Thornton was not slow in coming to the rescue; 
no sooner had they shaken hands without a word, 
than she passed her arm round Lavinia's waist^ and 
led her to a seat, wliile Mrs. Aveling recommenced 
pressing on Paolo, who, on Lavinia's entrance, Jiad 
jumped up from the couch, the expediency of lying 
down again, arid allowing himself to be covered up. 
But this time he stoutly and successfully resisted 
her persuasions. 

Paolo was the hero of the moment, the centre of 
the general interest and curiosity. He had to tell 
over again the story of his wound, and of the loss 
of his arm, of his illness in Paris, to describe the 
Prosper family, and all their kindness, and to explain 
what had led him to think of volunteering for the 
Crimea — a dangerous topic this last, and one on 
which the presence of the ladies forced him to 
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some concealments. Afber this came Mr. Ayeling 
"with his never-ending inquiries abont Rome^ often 
interrupted by Thornton's, about some point of Paolo's 
recent life, as to which the good gentleman's curiosity 
was not easily satisfied. 

She who ought to liave had most to ask was the 
least forward to put questions. Lavinia spoke little, 
and the little she did say had no reference to the 
past; on the contrary, she took care to avoid any 
allusion to it She expressed her pleasure in know- 
ing that Clelia was so near, and said how glad she 
should be to see her again. Though by this time 
Paolo's and Lavinia's manner to one another had be- 
come natural and friendly enough, there was still a 
shade of reserve and constraint in it Her eyes 
never rested on his, nor his on hers, with that full 
direct long glance, which penetrates beneath the sur- 
face — their glances glided over each other's, as if both 
were on their guard. 

The change, which little more than a twelvemonth 
had elSected in their appearance, a change rendered 
still more striking by Paolo's military dress, and 
Lavinia's garb of a sister of charity, might to some 
extent have accounted, had there been no other 
reason, for the diflBculty they experienced in resum- 
u>g anything of their former famiKarity. 
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Layima was still beantifiil^ perhaps more beautifiil 
than ever^ but her beauty had assumed a different 
character to that he formerly admired. Sorrow^ 
reflection^ and the habit of gentle and lofty thoughts^ 
had softened^ and^ as it were, spiritualized her coun- 
tenance, had impressed on it a calm serenity and 
dignitjr, wWch made her quite a new being. 

Paolo was not less altered on his side : the features 
of the youth had ripened and settled into those of 
the man, and repentance and humility had breathed 
a new spirit into them. The experience he had 
had of life and of himself, had sobered and subdued 
his manner. Add to this, his paleness and touching 
infirmity, and a complete transformation was the 
consequence. 

But there was another reason than that of their 
outward change, for their looking ill at ease, and 
on their guard ; and this was that they were actually 
on their guard. Paolo and Lavinia had so far 
profited by the lessons they had re ceived, as to be 
strongly impressed with the conviction of being 
each unworthy of the other, and accordingly in duty 
bound to renounce each other. It was this precon- 
ception, which had made their first meeting so full of 
reticence, and so deep-rooted was it, that their first 
impulse, had they followed it, w ould have been to 
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fall at each other's feet. How could she, the silly 
thing of yesterday, the outcast of to-day, ever lifk 
up her eyes to him, the austere youth, the hero, 
the martyr? How could he, the fallen idealist, 
the impure sinner, the intentional fela-de^sey ever 
aspire to her as she now was, purified by trial, sancti- 
fied by self-sacrifice ? Hence their studious atten- 
tion, their vigilance, not to say or do anything 
which might be construed to imply the assertion 
of presumptuous claims, forfeited and abandoned 
for ever. And from this study, this vigilance, arose 
that constraint, hastily interpreted on both parts as 
the sign of altered feelings. 

The fiill moon shone on the two friends' ride back 
to the hospital — a light so calm, so sweet, so melan- 
choly, that Paolo could willingly have wept. It 
made him think of the night of the ball at Torlonia's, 
and of Thornton's bitter confidences about the very 
woman who now formed his crown of bliss. 

Mingled were the impressions, which the Roman 
brought back from his visit — ^regret and discourage* 
mcnt on one hand, imbounded admiration and sym- 
pathy on the other. Paolo was not a man to breathe 
the same atmosphere with such a better order of 
beings as the two sisters, without carrying away with 
him some of its elevating spirit. 
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** Well may you call yoursdf the luckiest fellow 
in creation," he burst forth enthusiastically ; ** Mrs. 
Thornton is an angel, and Mrs. Aveling is another." 

** And Lavinia, pray what title is she to receive ? " 
inquired Mortimer, half jocosely, yet not |,without 
some anxiety. 

** She is worthy of her friends, and that is saying 
everything," was Paolo's reply. 

** Then you agree with me that thrice blessed will 
be the man who gains that prize ? " 

^* Surely; but he must be bold who aspires so 
high." 

**I don't quite seize your meaning," observed 
Mortimer. 

"My meaning, however, is clearly stated," said 
Paolo. ** Where is the man worthy of her ? " 

" Yet I once knew a young rogue, who had the 
audacity to think himself worthy of her," laughed 
the Englishman. 

" So did I," proceeded Paolo, " but she was not 
then what she is now; and the silly rogue you 
allude to, though presumptuous, was nevertheless 
pure and possessed of all his limbs, whereas he is 
now humble, stained, and a cripple." 

" H — ^m ! but is not humility after all a potent 
recommendation to the choicest of the fair sex ? " 
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asked Thornton. "And those you style cripples, 
when crippled from certain causes, are they not 
apt to look only the more interesting in their eyes ? 
to say nothing of the occasion for devotedness which 
such cases afford. And as for past nns, women 
are for ever ready to bestow forgiveness, and to 
render good for eviL Am I not myself a case* in 
pomt?" 

" Yes," said Paolo, " but there are sins and sins.** 

** ril lay you a hundred to one," returned Thorn- 
ton, ** that your sins are easily forgiven. Will you 
commission me to make your confession to Lavinia ? " 

*^ Do," answered Paolo ; " till that is done, I shall 
feel as if I were playing the hypocrite with her; 
but, above all, extenuate nothing." 

*^ I promise you I wiU not ; but now, suppose she 
passes a sponge over the past — ^wipes it all out" 

** Tempter I " cried Paolo ; " why try to lull my 
conscience with fallacious hopes ? " 

Thornton had a ready answer on his lips, but 
he gulped it down. He remembered in time, that 
Paolo did not yet know all Lavinia's story, and 
he judged it better not to push the subject further, 
until he had spoken to Lavinia. 

A curiously analogous conversation was passing 
at the same moment between Mrs. Thornton and 
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Layinia^ with similar but yet more definite results. 
** Never, whatever her feelings might be," said 
Lavinia, "no, not for worlds, would she fasten 
her disgrace on an honourable man." 

Thornton's horses, what with visitors and mes- 
sengers, had a sorry time of it for the next ten 
days. Merry Salvator obtained 9 great success 
with the English family; quiet Clelia, perhaps, even 
. g,e«», e.p,cMy ,ilh L.™,!. The Ro^ao 
girl not seldom carried away morsels of comfort, 
which she bestowed m certain desponding quarters. 
She . even once went so far as to be goilty of a 

sketch, dated Rome, September, and signed P. M., 
a sketch of Mrs. Jones and Lavinia, and which 
somehow N or other had accompanied the latter to 
the Crimea, occupied a prominent place on the walls 
of the young lady's bedroom. Nor was it long 
before Thornton reported that the revelations of 
Paolo's shortcomings in Paris, had been received 
in a most Christian spirit. Under the many gentle 
incitements to courage he received, the young man's 
sense of his imworthiness of the great prize began 
to lose something of its intensity, and hope to 
revive in his breast. Nevertheless, there was but 
a trifling amendment in die situation; the same 
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painful restraint marred the pleasure of the unavowed 

« 

lovers' intercourse. 

In this awkward position of affairs^ Mr. and 
Mrs. Thornton laid their wise heads together to find 
some means of producing a crisis. 

** These two children adore each other," quoth 
Mortimer, " and are pining away, and making them- 
selves miserable from the absurd notion, that neither 
is deserving of the other. How are we to get such 
nonsense out of their heads ? " 

"No one," said Clara, "can put it out of La- 
vinia's head but Signor Paolo; and as for Signer 
Paolo, I believe you are the only one to manage him. 
You must begin by him." 

** I am ready to do anything," replied the husband ; 
" but before further urging him to come to the point, 
I think it indispensable that he should be informed 
of the circumstance, on which Lavinia lays such a 
preposterous weight, and which I have kept from him 
till now." 

" Why should we not outrun discretion for once," 
said Mrs. Thornton, " and take upon ourselves the 
responsibility, without distressing Lavinia by asking 
her consent ? Let him know everything ; and if the 
bar sinister in her escutcheon makes no difference 
in his feelings, why, then tell him that it is that, and 
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that alone, which causes Lavmia's reserve towards 
liim, and that I, Clara Thornton, know she loves him 
devotedly." 

In pursuance of this plan, as Thornton was riding 
-with Paolo the next day towards the villa, the 
Englishman said, 

** Suppose there were some blot on Lavinia's 
birth, would that modify your views with regard to 
her?" 

** How can you ask such an absurd question ? " 
said Paolo. " No more than if you were to tell me, 
she was the heiress of the mightiest monarch in 
Europe. How can one be made responsible for an 
accident independent of one's will, and consequently 
excluding either merit or demerit? Whether La- 
vinia is the daughter of a Prince, or the child of a 
poor artisan, can that alter the essence of her being, 
make her less or more good, change her one iota from 
the lovely, blessed creature she is ? " 

** Certamly not,* said Thornton. ** Well, then, as 
you have doubtless already guessed from my question, 

« 

there is a stigma attached to the dear girl's birth. 
Her parents were never married ; and now you have 
the key to the reserve she maintains toward you. 
In her innocence she fancies that some disgrace 
attaches to her, and makes her unworthy of you ; 
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but, believe me^ her happiness depends as much on 
you as yours on her. It is for you to overcome her 
scruples, Paolo.'' 

"And so help me God, I will try,** exclaimed 
Paolo with fervour. " If I succeed, and she accepts 
me, then I am blessed indeed ; if not, I go by the 
steamer that leaves to-morrow.'* 

Lavinia and Mrs. Thornton were sitting at work 
in a pleasant room over the porch ; thither Thornton 
led Paolo whispering,— 

" Now or never. 111 pave the way for you ; " and 
going towards the ladies, he added aloud, ^^ I advise 
you, ladies, to lay violent hands upon this traitor, 
who meditates a flight." 

" Oh I Signer Paolo," remonstrated Clara in 
painful and unfeigned surprise, *^ surely you are not 
really going away ? " Lavinia did not speak, but all 
colour left her cheek. 

** I may possibly have to go. I am not sure yet," 
faltered Paolo, almost choked by emotion. **My 

going or staying will depend on Miss Lavinia." 

■ « On me ? " cried Lavinia in sudden alarm. 

" Yes, on you," pursued Paolo, now speaking with 
great resolution. " I have a petition to make, on the 
issue of which much more is at stake than my going 
or staying — I mean the whole happiness or unhappi- 
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ness of my life. Lavinia^ mine is a most ambitious 
request, and yet made in all the humility of my 
heart" Saying this, he knelt down on both knees, 
and took her two hands in his. " Lavinia, will you 
undertake to make me wortihy of you, by bestowing 
on me the blessing of your companionship through 
Kfe?'* 

Overcome by contending emotions, with eyes 
averted from his pleading ones, Lavinia cried in a 
broken voice, — 

** Pray, Signer Paolo, spare me — ^it is impossible — 

you don't know " 

" I know this," resumed Paolo passionately, " that 

there stands between you and me a prejudice of 

yours, which I am here on my knees to remove. 

Lavinia, I entreat you, let me have the benefit of my 

long-cherished opinions, whatever others may think. 

I don't make them for this present emergency. Long, 

long ago, you heard me say, that merit or demerit 

were strictly personal, and that the transmission of a 

badge of honour or of dishonour to such as had done 

nothing to deserve the one or the other, was the acme 

of absurdity in my eyes; wrong or right, what I 

thought then I think now. Oh! Lavinia, Lavinia, 

don't sacrifice a loving heart to a mere misconception 

on your part Trust me, my whole life shall be 
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spent in proving to you, the high sense I have of the 
great boon I am asking from you. 

Lavinia, for all answer, burst into a great fit of 
tears. And now Thornton and his wife, the greatly 
moved witnesses of this scene, joined their arguments 
to Paolo's entreaties. 

The struggle was long and obstinate, but love had 
the best of it at last, and Paolo from that day became 
an inmate of the villa. 

Towards the end of December our whole party of 
friends left Scutari for Turin, whither Clelia and 
Salvator had long preceded them. It was in the 
capital of Piedmont, that the double marriage of 
Paolo and Lavinia, and of Salvator and Clelia, took 
place on the same day, and at the same church. 
Thus came to be ftdfiUed Salvator's fantastic antici- 
pation about his own and his friend's wedding day, 
and thus our performance is at an end, to the satis- 
faction, we hope, at least of the lovers of gay finales. 
A tale which winds up with three marriages ought 
to be as good as three vaudevilles. 
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MORE LAST WORDS. 

Paolo has had a house built after his own design 
on the Lago Maggiore, between Intra and Pallanza. 
It is as unpretending as its owner, but spacious and 
in a lovely situation. The garden in front stretches 
to the edge of the lake, and there is a hillock behind 
planted with Italian pines. A suite of rooms on the 
second story are exclusively destined for the Thorn- 
tons and Avelings, and at the top of the house, 
adjoining Paolo's atelier, are two rooms fitted up for 
CleUa and Salvator. 

Paolo has taken to painting again, and can do so 
without inconvenience, thanks to a. most skilftdly 
contrived artificial arm. Great as his excellence is, 
his beau ideal still, as of yore, keeps flying before 
him, just beyond his reach ; but he takes his dis- 
appointment more philosophically now, that he has, 
according to his own account, secured the beau ideal 
of a wife. Two little charming impediments in the 
shape of a boy and a girl, arriving in reasonable 
succession, came in the way for some time of the 
yearly visits, the Mancinis, according to agreements, 
were to pay to Cypress Hall and Owlscombe; and 
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therefore the inmates of Owlscombe and Cypress 
Hall had to obey the proverb descended to us from 
Mahomet But nothing has happened lately to pre- 
vent our hero and heroine's journey to Dorsetshire. 

The Thorntons and Avelings inhabit by tums» but 
always together^ Owlscombe and Cypress Hall^, ihat 
is when xkot in the Mancini Villa on the Lago Mag* 
giore. Living quietly and chiefly for themselves^ 
and not for their neighbours^ they are rather w 
popular with the gentry around, but very p(^ukj: 
with the cottagers, especially with the needy aod 
sick. Mr. Aveling has just published with great 
success his new poem. The Gladiator,, conceived and 
begun in 1856, at Rome, whither he and his wife 
went, and made some considerable stay, after the 
marriage of the Mancinis and the Giglis. 

Salvator and Clelia are settled at Turin. Salvator 
is one of the scene painters at the Carignano Theatre, 
and Clelia has passed her examination as a school- 
mistress and teacher for one of the gov^mnent 
schools. Husband and wife earn enough to be 
able to economize, and the vivacious little man has 
visions already of a villa of his own near that of 
Paolo. Whenever he or Clelia have a few spare 
moments, they run down to Lago Maggiore, where 
they are always welcome* 



MOHE LAST WORDS. S07 

Prosper and Prudence are no longer to be found 
on the Quai Montebello^ they have been promoted to 
an omnibus bureau near the Madeleine^ where they 
labour on in unaltered contentment. Whenever the 
Mancinis pass through Paris on their way to England 
or back^ they never fail to visit these their Parisian 
friends, and great are the rejoicings on these occa- 
sions. 

Benott has made over his donebe and vapour 
department to a younger man, who pays him a 
pension of two francs and a half a day, and the 
abdicated mcmarch of the bath has migrated to his 
godson's new neighbourhood. He makes himself 
useAd in many ways, attends the youngsters to and 
from school, and takes them on holidays for long 
walks. 

Pelissier, alias Du Genre, has been as good as 
his word. The moment the Italian question was 
posde pour tout de houy to use his own expression, 
he volunteered as a common soldier, and went 
through the whole campaign with great bravery, 
and lucky fellow, returned to Paris without a scratch ; 
his only regret being, as he wrote to Paolo, that 
he was stopped just when he was beginning to take 
to a soldier's life. 

Mr. Jones has married a yotdig and handsome 
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ladj^ and is fiill of contentment at the birth of a long 
coveted son and heir. His wealth and influence 
are still on the increase^ and literally he has nothing 
to wish for but a change in his name. We see no 
other remedy for that but a peerage. Who knows ? 
Stranger things have happened. 

Lady Augusta, now Countess Terrol, is still La- 
yinia's most intimate friend, and their correspondence 
goes on as regularly as in the days of the diary from 
Rome. Her mother. Lady Willingford, also retains 
a maternal interest in her former protigde. 

As to the Marchioness Delfuego y Arcos, the 
latest news of her ladyship is, that she rents a villa 
on the Lake of Como, and swims and races and shoots 
and sings there, with a select circle of bipeds and 
quadrupeds about her, as of yore in the Villa Tor- 
ralba. 



IHE END. 
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Post 8yo. Price Is. 6c/. cloth. 

Sermons . 

Preached at Lincoln's Inn Chapel. 
Bij the Rev. F. T>. Maurice^ j\I.A. 

First Series, 2 vols., post 8vo, price 

21«. cloth. 
Second Series, 2 vols., post 8vo, 

price 21^. cloth. 
Third Series, 2 vols., post Svo, 

price 21 if. cloth. 

The Province of Reason ; 

A Reply to Mr. Mansell's Ban^pton 
Lectui'e. 

By John Yonn/j^ LL.D.^ Fdin., 

Author of "The Mystery; or, Evil 
and God." Post Svo. Price 6«. cloth. 

"Is it not Written?" 

Being the Tostimony of Scripture 
against the Errors of Romanism. 

By the Rev. Edward S. Pryce. 

Post Svo. Price 6s. doth. 



Historic Notes 

On the Old and New Testame 
By Samuel Sharpe. 
Ard and Revised Edition. 8to. 7 

Tauler's Life and Serine 

Translated by Miss Sttsani 

Winkworth, 

With Preface by Rev. C. Kixoi 

Small 4to, printed on Tinted P 

and bound in Antique Style, 

red edges, suitable tbr a Pre 

Price 7#. «c/. 
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Testimony to the Trutl 
Christianity. 

Fourth Edition, fcap Svo. Zs. d 

Quakerism, Past an 
Present : 

Being an Inquiry into the Cans 
its Decline. 

By John S. Rowntree. 

Post 8vo. Price 5*. cloth. 

*^* This Essay gained the First 1 
of One Hundred Guineas offere 
the best Essay on the subject. 
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The Peculium : 

An Essay on the Causes of the Be 
of the -Society of Friends. 

By Thomas Hancock; 

Post 8vo. Price 5«. doth. 

*^* This Essay gained the Second 1 
of Fifty Guineas, which was s 
wards increased to One Uundrc 



-•^•■ 



Women of Christiani 

Exemplary for Piety and Chari 

By Julia KavoRogh. 

Post 8vo, with Portrmits. Price I 
embossed cloth. 



Smith, Elder and Co., 65, Comhill, London, 

WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 



The Wild Sports of India. | 

By Capt. fftmy Shakespear. 
Post evo. Fries lot. ctotli. I 

Christianity in India. j 



The Samtary Condition of 
Indian Jails. 

Sy Joseph Eicart, M.D., 



District Duties during the 
Revolt 

In the Norlii-West Trovinpcs of India. 

By IT. Dundas Robertson, 

Bengal Ciril Service. 

Poit8vii,«iUia Map. I'rict lis. cloth . 

Campaigning E-xperiences 

In H«jpootaoa. and Central Indian 

during the Suppression of th(> 

Mutiny in IS57-8. 

By Mrs. henry Dubtrly, 

Author of ''A Joaroal kept during 

Ihe liuMiaa War." 

r. 6./. 



Narrative of the Mutinies 
in Oude. 

By Captain G. Hutchiaaon, 

Jfilitwf BecKtuy, Oude. 

Fubliihed by Authority. Post 8vo. 

Price iOn. clot)]. 

Personal Adventures 

During the Indian Bebellion tn Eohil- 

ciuid, Futtchgliur, and Oude. 

By W. Edwards, Eeq., B.C.S. 

Fourth Edition, jwit 8to. Price 6». 

tJath. 



A Lady's Escape from 
Gwalior 

Daring the'Mutiniet of ISS7. 
By Mrs. Coopland. 
Post 8to. PricA lOi. 6d. 

The Crisis in the Punjab. 

By Frederick H. Oooper, Esq., 
C.S., Utnritsir. 

Price 7«. 6d. 

Views and Opinions of 
Gen. Jacob, C.B. 

Edited by Captain Lexaia Felly. 
Demy 8*0. Price ia». cloth. 

The Theory of Caste, 

■By B. A. Irving. 
Svo. 5t. doth. 

Papers of the late Lord 
Metcalfe. 

By John William Kaye. 
Demy 8VU. Price.165. dotlu 

British Kule in India. 

By Harriet Martineau. 
UxOx Tbonaaod. Piice a>. id. clatli. 

The English in India : 

Being the Early History of the Fac- 
tory at Bucat, of Bombiiy. 
By Philip Anderaoa, A.M. 
Second fidition, Svo. Price ll^.dolli. 

Life in Ancient India. 

By Mn. Spier. 
With Sixty Iliuatrations hy G, ScuiBF. 
8ro. Price 15s., elegantly bound in 

dMh, gilt «dge«. 
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The Pareees : 

Their History, Religion, Manners, and 
Customs. 

Bi/ Dosahhoy Framjee. 

Post 870. Price 10«. cloth. 

Tiger Shooting in India. 

By Lieutenant William Rice, 
25th Bombay N.I. 

Super-royal 8to. With Twelve Plates 
in Chromo-litlMi^Grraphy. 10«. 6cf. cloth. 

Indian 
Scenes and Characters, 

By Prince Alexis Soltykoff, 

Sixteen Plates in Tinted Lithography, 

with Descriptions. 

Edited by E. 6. Eastwick, Esq., F.R.S. 

Colombier folio. Prints, 10s. ; proofiB 

(only Fifty Copies printed), 16*. 

The Cauvery, Kistnah, and 
Godaverv : 

^ _ 

Being a Heport on the Works con- 
structed on those Hirers, for the 
Irrigation of Provinces in the Pre- 
sidency of Madras. 

By E. Baird Smith, RG.S,, 
Licut.-C'ol. Bengal Engineers, &c. &c. 
Demy 8vo, with 19 Plans. 28*. cloth. 

The Bhilsa Topes; 

Or, Buddhist Monuments of Central 

India. 

By Major Cunningham, 

One vol. Svo, with Thirty-three Plates. 
Price 30*. cloth. 

The Chinese and their 
Rebellions. 

By Thomas Taylor Meadows. 

One thick volume, Svo, with Maps. 
Price 18*. cloth. 

Hong Kong to Manilla. 

By Henry T. Ellis, R.N. 

Post 8vo, with Fourteen Illastrations. 
Price 12*. doth. 
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The Commerce of India 
with Europe, 

And its Political Effects. 

By B. A. Irving^ Esq. 

Post Svo. Price 7*. 6(2. cloth. 



Land Tax of India. 

According to the Moohummndan Law. 

By N. B. E. Baillie, Esq. 

8vo. Price 6*. cloth. 
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Moohummndan Law of 
Sale. 

By N. B. E. Baillie, Esq. 
Svo. Price 14*. cloth. 
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Moohummudan Law of 
Inheritance. 

By N. B. E. Baillit, Esq. 
Svo. Price 8*. cloth. 
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The Defence of Lacknow. 

By Captain Thomas F. Wilson, 

13th Bengal N.L 

Assistant AcQutant-GteeraL 

Sixth Thousand. With Flan. Small 
post Svo. Price 2t. 6dL 

Eight Months' Campaign 

Against the Bengal Sepoys during the 
Mutiny, 1857. 

By Colonel George Bourchier, C.B. 

Bengal Horse Artillery. 

With Plans. Post Svo. Price 7*. 6rf. 

doth. 



The Vital Statistics 

Of the European and Native Armies 
in India. 

By Joseph Ewart, MJ), 

Bengal Medical Service. 

Demy Svo. Price 9*. doth. 



Smithy Elder and Co,y 65, Comhill, London, 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



On the Strength of Nations. 

J5y Aridrew Bisset, M.A, 
Post 8vo. Price 9*. cloth. 

Social Innovators and their 
Schemes. 

By William Imcos Sargant, 
Post 8vo. Price 10*. 6rf. cloth. 



Ethica ; 

Or, Characteristics of Men, Manners, 
and Books. 

By Arthur Lloyd Windsor, 
Demy 8vo. Price 12*. cloth. 

Slavery Doomed; 

Or, the Contest between Free and Slave 
Labour in the United States. 

By Frederick Milns Edge. 

Post Svo. Price 6«. cloth. 
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Life of Lord Metcalfe. 

By John William Kaye. 

New Edition, in Two Vols., post Svo, 
with Portrait. Price 12«. cloth. 

Life of 
Sir John Malcolm, G.C.B. 

By John William Kaye, 

Two Vols. Svo, with Portrait. 
Price 36*. cloth. 

The Autobiography of 
Lutfullah, 

A Mohamedan Gentleman ; with an 
Account of his Visit to England. 

Edited hy E, B, Eastunck, Esq, 

Third Edition, small post Svo. 

Price 58. cloth. 
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The Life of Mahomet. 

And History of Islam to the Era of 
theHegira. 

By W. Muir, Esq.^ Bengal C.S. 

Vols. 1 and 2. Svo. Price 32«. cloth. 



Annals of 
British Legislation : 

A Classified Summary of Parliamentary 
Papers. 

Edited by Leone Levi. 

The yearly issue consists of 1,000 
pages, super-royal Svo,snd the Sub- 
scription is Two Guineas, payable 
in advance. The Forty-second Part 
is just issued, commencing the Third 
Year's Issue. Vols. I. to IV. may 
be had. Price 41. 4s, cloth. 

A Handbook of Average. 

With a Chapter on Arbitration. 

By Manley Hopkins, 

Second Edition, Bevised and brought 
down to the present time. 

Svo. Price 15*. doth; 17». 6rf. half- 
bound law calf. 
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Manual of the Mercantile 

Law 

Of Great Britain and Ireland. 
By Leone Levi, Esq. 
Svo. Price 12«. cloth. 

Handbook of British 
Maritime Law. 

By Morice. 
Svo. Price 5*. cloth. 

Commercial Law of the 
World. 

By Leone Levi. 
Two vols, royal 4to. Price B/. cloth. 

601106^^185^ : 

A Treatise on Rifles, Csnnon, and 
Sporting Arms. 

By William Oreef^r, 
Author of " The Gm." 

Demy Svo, with niustr&tlons. 
Price 148. cloth. . 
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Sea Officer's Manual. 

By Captain Alfred Pariah, 

Second Edition. Small post 8vo 
Price 5«. cloth. 

Victoria, 

And the Australian Gold Mines in 1857. 

By William Westgarth, 
Post 8vo, with Maps. 10*, 6c/. cloth. 

New Zealand and its 
Colonization. 

By William Swainson, Esq. 
Demy 8vo. Price I As, cloth. 

The Education of the 
Human Race. 

Now first Translated from the 

German of LessirKj. 
Fcap. 8vo, antique cloth. Price 4«. 



L 



■ ■»■ 



Gennany and the Tyrol. 

By Sir John Forbes, 

Post 8vo, with Map and View. 
Price 10*. 6d. cloth. 

Life in Spain. 

By Walter Thornbury, 

Two Tola, post 8to, with Eight Tmted 
Illustrations, price 21*. 

Life in Tuscany. 

By Mabel Sharman Crawford, 

Fith Two Views, post 8vo. 

Price 10*. 6rf. cloth. 
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Captivity of Russian 
Princesses in the Caucasus. 

TransMed frwi the Russian by 
.U.S. Edwards. 

With an authentic Portrait of Shamil, 

a Plan of lus Honse,<and-&Map. 

Post Sto, price 10*. Bd, cloth. 



The Life of J. Deacon 
Hume. 

By the Rev. Charles Badhm, 
Post 8vo. Price 9*. cloth. 

Results of Astronomical 
Observations 

Made at the Cape of Good Hope. 
By Sir John Herschel, 
4to, with Plates. Price 4/. As, cloth. 
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Geological Observations 

On Coral Bee&, Volcanio Islands, and 
on South America. | 

By Charles Darwin^ Esq, ' 

With Ma^, Plates and Woodcuts. , 
Price 10*. 6ef. cloth. ! 

On the Treatment of the 
Insane. 

By John Conolly^ M.D. 
Demy 8vo. Price 14*. doth. 



Visit to Salt Lake. 

Being a Journey across the Plains to 
the Mormon S€ri;tlemeiitS'at Ulab. 

By William ChandUss, 
Post Svo, with a Map. . 2*. edl doth. 
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The EedTliver Settleaient. 

By Alexander Ross. 
One vol. post Svo. Price 5*. cloth. 



Fur Hunters of the West. 

By Alexander Ross. 

Two vols. post. Svo, with Map and 
Plate. Price 10*. 6<i. cloth. 

The Columbia River. 

By Alexander Ross. 
Post «vo. Price 2*.'eit cloth. 
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Hints for Investing Money. 

Bf/ Francis Playford. 
Second Edition, post 8vo. 2*. 6d cloth. 

Men, Women, and Books. 

By Leigh HunU 
Two vols. Price \Qs, cloth. 

Table Talk. By Leigh Hunt. 
Price 3*. ^. cloth. 

Goethe's Conversations 
with Eckermann. 

Translated by John Oxenford, 
Two vols, post 8vo. Price 5*. cloth. 

True Law of Population. 

By Thomas Douhleday. 
Third Edition, 8vo. Price 6«. cloth. 

England and her Soldiers. 

By Harriet Martineau, 

With Three Plates of niustrative Dia- 
grams. 1 vol. crown 8vo, price 9s, cloth. 

Grammar and Dictionary 
of the Malay Language. 

By John CraWfurdy Esq. 
Two vols. 8vo. Price 36*. cloth. 

Turkish Campaign in Asia. 

By Charles Duncan, Esq, 
Po8t 8vo. Price 2«. 6(/. cloth. 

Poetics : 

An Essay on Poetry. 

By E, S, Dallas. 

I*ost 8vo. Price 2s, 6d, cloth. 

Juvenile Delinquency. 

The Prize Essays. 

By M. J fill and C. F. Gorawallis. 

Poiit'dvo. Price 6«. eloth. 



The Endowed Schools of 
L"eland. 

By Harriet Martineau, 
8vo. Price 3*. 6rf. cloth boards. 

European Revolutions 
of 1848. 

By E. S, Gayley, Esq, 
Grown 8vo. Price 6«. cloth. 

The Courtof Henry VIII. : 

Being a Selection of the Despatches 
of Sebastian Giustinian, Venetian 
Ambassador, 1515-1519. 

Translated by Rawdon Brown. 

Two vols, crown 8vo. Price 21*. cloth. 

Traits and Stories of 
Anglo-Indian Life. 

By Captain Addison. 
With Eight Blustrations. 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Infanticide in India. 

By Dr. John Wilson. 
Demy 8vo, Price 1 2s. 

Indian Exchange Tables. 

By J. H. Roberts, 

8vo. Second Edition, enlarged. 
Price \0s, 6d. cloth. 
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The Turkish Interpreter: 

A Grammar of the Turkish language. 

JBy Major Boyd. 

8vo. Price 12«. 

Russo-Turkish Campaigns 
of 1828-9. 

By Colonel Cheskey, 
R.A., D.C.IJ., ?ja.B. 

Third Edition. Post 8vo, Tith ACaps. 
Trice 12«. doth. 

The Militiamtn. 

WltiilVa Etchings, by JoIinXbegh. 
PoitSTO. "Prio^ %%.Tls:^3cL. 
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Military Forces and Insti- 
tutions of Great Britain, 

By H. Byerly Thompson, 
8to. Price 5«. cloth. 

Wit and Humour. 

By Leigh Hunt. 
Price 5*. cloth. 

Jar of Honey from Hybla. 

By Leigh Hunt. 
Price 58. cloth. 

National Songs and 
Legends of Boumania. 

Translated by E. C, Grenville 

Murray y Esq. 
With Music, crown 8vo. Price 2*. 6(f. 

On Abscess in the Liver. 

By E. J. Waring, M.D. 
8vo. Price 3«. 6d. 

Manual of Therapeutics. 

By E. J, Waring, M.D. 
Fcap Svo. Price 12«. 6d. cloth. 
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Zoology of South Africa. 

Bfj Dr. Andrew Smith. 
Royal 410, cloth, with Coloured Plates. 

MAMMALIA £8 

AVBS 7 

BBPTILIA 6 

PISCES J 

INTEBTEBBAT^ 1 

THE 

Botany of the Himalaya. 

By Dr. Forbes Royle. 

Two voU. roy. 4to, cloth, with Coloured 

Plates. Beduced to 5/. 5«. 

Memorandums in Ireland. 

By Sir John Forbes. 
Two vols, post Svo. Price 1/. 1*. cloth. 

The Oxford Museum. 

By H. W. Acland, M.D., 

and J. Buskin, A.M. 

Post Svo, vith Three Ulustrations. 

Price 28. 6(2. doth. 



The Argentine Provinces. 

By William McCanUj Esq. 

Two vols, post Svo, with niuttratioDS. 

Price 24ff. doth. 
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Travels in Assam. 

' By Major John Butler. 

\ One vol. Svo, with Plates. 12^. doth. 

Life of Sir Robert Peel. 

By Thomas Doubleday. 
Two vols. Svo. Price 18«. cloth. 



Woman in France. 

By Julia Kavanogh. 

Two vols, post Svo, with Portraits. 

I^lce 12«. doth. 

The Novitiate; 

Or, the Jesuit in Training. 

By Andrew Steinmetz. 

Third Edition, pott Svo. 2a. 6d. dotli. 

Signs oTJhTTimes ; 

Or, The Dangers to Bdigious Liberty 

in the Present Day. 

By Chevalier Bunsen. 

Translated by Miss S. Winkwobtu. 

One vol. Svo. Price 5*. cloth. 

Principles of Agriculture; 

Especially Tropical. 

By B. Lovell Phillips, M.D. 
Demy Svo. Price 7*. 6</. doth. 

William Burke the Author 
of Junius. 

By Jelinger C. Symons* 
Square. Price 3«. 6dL d. 

Antiquities of Kertch, 

And Researches in the drnmerian 
Bosphorua. 
By Duncan McPherson, M.D., 
Of the Madras Army, F.R.G.S., M.A.I. 
Imperial 4to, with Fourteen Plates 
and numerous lUustratlont, indnd* 
iug Eight Coloured Fao-8iiniles of 
Bdiques of Antique Art. 
Price Two Ooineu. 
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FICTION. 



The Wortlebank Diary : 

With Stories from Kathie Brande's 
Portfolio. 

By Holme Lee^ 

Author of "Against Wind and Tide," 
"Sylvan Holt's Daughter/* &c. 

Three Vols. 



Over the Cliffs. 

By Mrs. Chanter^ 
Author of " Ferny Combes. 
2 vols. 
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Scarsdale ; 

Or, Life on the Lancashire and York- 
shire Border Thirty Years ago. 
3 Vols. 



Esmond. 

By W, M, Thackeray, 

A New Edition, being the third, in 
I vol. crown 8vo. Price 6*. cloth. 

Herbert Chauncey : 

A Man more Sinned against than 
Sinning. 

By Sir Arthur Hallam Elton, Bart,, 

Author of " Below the Surface." 

In 3 vols. 



Transformation ; 

Or, the Romance of Monte Beni. 

By Nathaniel Hawthorne, 

Author of the " Scarlet Letter," &c. 

Third Edition. In 3 vols. 



The Firstborn. 

By the Author of^^My Lady.^^ 
Three volumes. 

Netley Hall; 

or, the Wife's Sister. 
Foolscap 8vo. 6^., doth. 



Confidences. 

By the Author of « Rita,'' 
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Cousin Stella; 

Or, Conflict. 

By the Author of " Violet Bank:' 

Three volumes. 

Fhantastes : 

A Faerie Bomance for Men and 
Women. 

By George Macdonald, 
Post 8vo. Price lOs, Qd, cloth. 
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Against Wind and Tide. 

By Holme Lee, 

Author of " Sylvan Holt's Daughter." 

Tluree volumes. 

Greymore : 

A Story of Country Life. 
Three volumes. 

The Cousins' Courtship. 

By John R, Wise, 
Two vols. 



The Fool of Quality. 

By Henry Brooke, 

New and Revised Edition, with Biogi»» 
phical Prefkce by the Rev. Cbml 
KiNosLBY, Rector of Eversley. 

Two vols., post 8vo, with Portrait «f 
tiie Author, price 21*. 
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Trust for Trust. 

By A, J, Barrowcliffe, f . 
Author of " Amberhill." 
Three volumes. 
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Ellen Baymond; ^./ 

Or, Ups and Downs. 

By Mrs. Vidal, 

Author of '< Tales for the Busl^ &c. 

Three volumes. 
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New and Standard Works puhlialied by 

VOYAGES AND TRAVELS. 



Through Norway with a Knapsack. 

By W. M. Williams. 

With Six Coloured Views. Second Edition, post 8vo, price 12«., cloth. 



A Visit to the Philippine Isles in 1858-59. 

By Sir John Bowm^, 

Goremor of Hong Kong, and H.M.'s Plenipotentiaiy in China. 
Demy Svo, with nnmerons ninBtrations, price 18«., cloth. 
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Heathen and Holy Lands ; 

Or, Sunny Days on the Salween, Nile, and Jordan. 
By Captain J. P. Briggs, Bengal Army. 

Post 8yo, price 12«., cloth. 
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Voyage to Japan, 

Kamtschatka, Siberia, Tartary, and the Coast of China, in 

H.M.S. Barra^outa. 

Bj J, IL Tronson, B.N. 

8vo, with Charts and Views. IBs. cloth. 



To Cuba and Back. 

By B. H. Dana, 

Author of " Two Years before the Mast," &;c. 
Post Svo. Price 7*. cloth. 



Life and Liberty in America. 

By Br. C. Mackay. 

Second Edition, 2 vols, post Svo, with Ten Tinted Illustrations, price 21«. 

Narrative of the Mission to Ava. 

By Captain Henry Ynle, Bengal Engineers. 

Imperial Svo,with Tweniy-four Plates (Twelve coloured), Filly Woodcuts, and 
Four Maps. Elegantly bound in cloth, with gilt edges. Price 2^ 12*. 6d, 



Smithy Elder and Co., 65, Cornhill, London. 



WORKS OF MR. RUSKIN. 
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Modem Painters. 

Now complete in five vols., Imperial 8vo, with 84 Engravings on 
Steel, and 216 on Wood, chiefly from Drawings by the Author. 
With Index to the whole Work. Price 8Z. 6s. 6rf., in doth. 

EACH VOLUME HAY BE HAD SEPARATELY. 

Vol. I., 6th Edition. OF GENERAL PRINCIPLES AND OF TRUTH. 
Price 18«. cloth. 

Vol. n., 4th Edition. OF THE IMAGINATIVE AND THEORETIC 
FACULTIES. Price 10*. 6d. cloth. 

Vol. m. OF MANY THINGS. With Eighteen Illustrations drawn by the 
Author, and engraved on Steel. Price SSs. cloth. 

Vol. IV. ON MOUNTAIN BEAUTY. With Thirty-five Illustrations 
engraved on Steel, and 116 Woodcuts, drawn by the Author. 
Price 2/. 10*. cloth. 

Vol. V. OF LEAF BEAUTY ; OF CLOUD BEAUTY ; OF IDEAS OF 
RELATION. With Thirty-six Engravmgs on Steel, and 100 on 
Wood. Price 21, 10*. With Index to the five volumes. 
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The Stones of Venice. 

Complete in Three Volumes, Imperial 
8vo, with Fifty-three Plates and 
numerous Woodcuts, drawn by the 
Author. Price 5/. 15*. 6d, cloth. 

£ACH VOLUME MAY BE HAD SEPABATELY. 

Vol. I. The FOUNDATIONS, with 21 Plates. 
Price 21. 2s. 2nd Edition. 

Vol. n. THE SEA STORIES, with 20 Plates. 
Price 21. 2s. 

Vol. III. THE FALL, with 12 Plates. Price 
U. Us. 6(2. 

■ tO* 

The Seven Lamps of 
Architecture. 

Second Edition, with Fourteen Plates 
drawn by the Author. Imp. 8vo. 
Price 1/. Is, cloth. 



Lectures on 
Architecture and Painting. 

With Fourteen Cuts, drawn by the 
Author. Second Edition, crown Svo. 
Price Ss, ed, doth. 



The Two Paths : 

Being Lectures on Art, and its relation 
to Manufactures and Decoration. 

One vol., crown Svo, with Two Steel 
Engravmgs. Price 7*. 6J. cloth. 
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The Elements of Drawing. 

Sixth Thousand, crown Svo, with Illus- 
trations drawn by the Author. Price 
7«. 6d. clotb. 
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The Elements of 
Perspective. 

With SO Diagrams, crown 8va Price 
Ss, 6d, cloth. 



The Political Economy of 

Art. 
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Homely Ballads 

For the Working Man's Fireside. 

J5y Mary Sewell. 

Kinth Thousand. Post 8yo, cloth. Is. 

Sketches from Dover 
Castle, and other Poems. 

By Lieut, -CoL William Read, 
CtoyfXi 8va Price 7*. 6rf. cloth. 

The Six Legends of King 
Goldenstar. 

By the late Anna Bradstreet, 
Fcap 8vo. Price 5#. 

lonica. 

Fcap Svo. Price 4^. cloth. 

Poems of Past Years. 

By Sir A, H, Elton, Bart, M,P, 
Fcap Svo. Price 3*. cloth. 

A Man's Heart : a Poem. 

By Dr, Charles Mackay, 

Author of *' Life and Liberty in 

America." 

Post 8yo. Price bs, cloth. 



Shelley ; and other Poems 

By John Alfred Lanqford, 
Fcap. Syo. Price 5s. doth. 

The Book of Job in Eng 
lish Verse. 

By the Bight Hon. the Earl t 

Winchilsea. 

Square demy 8yo. Price lOs. I 
antique cloth. 

Magdalene: a Poem. 

Fcap 8yo. Price Is, 

Poems. 

By Ada Trevanum, 
Price 5«. cloth. 

Poems. 

By Henry Cecil. 
Price 5*. cl6th. 

England in Time of War 

By Sydney Dohell, 
Author of "' Balder/'*" The Koraan,"&< 
Crown 8vo, Price bs, cloth. 
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THE COBNHILL MAGAZINE. 

Edited by W. M. Thackeray. 
Price One Shilling Monthly, with Illustrations. 

A NEW STORY, BT MR. THACEERA7, 

To he continued throughout Sixteen Numbers, will appear on the 

First of January, 

VoLTJMB L, comprising the Numhers Arom January to June, 1860, con 
tainisg 768 pages of Letterpress, with 12 Blustrations, 40 Vignettes ant 
Diagrams, and a Chart, is now ready, handsomely hound in Emhossed Ctotli 
Price 7tf. 6(/. 

VoLUMB IL, July to December, will be ready at Christmas. 

For the convenience of Subscribers, the Embossed Cloth Cover for th 
Volume will be sold separately, price One Shilling. 

RxADiNG CoTExta for separate Numbers have also been prepared, pric 
Sixpence in plain Cloth, or One Shilling and Sixpence in French Morocco. 

London : Printed bj Smith, £u>n and Co., Little Green ATboor Court, Old BaUey, E.a 



